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Around Town. 


The late W. A. Foster was of a very re- 
tiring disposition. He absolutely hated to 
make a speech or to occupy any prominent 
place. Very few people knew that he was a 
good singer, an excellent musician, and was 
really the embodiment of all those social accom- 
plishments which make a man so popular when 
they are possessed by one who is not also over- 
weighted with modesty. I heard yesterday a 
reminiscence of his Canada First pamphlet 
which is worth repeating. He always belittled 
his own work, and, having started his brochure, 
he was inclined to give it up until encouraged 
‘by his intimate friend and companion, Col. 
George T. Denison, who spurred him on to its 
completion. The next thing was to give it 
publicity. The Canada First party was at that 
time concealed under the name of the North- 
west Emigration Aid Society. Col. Denison sug- 
gested that the pamphlet should be read before 
them, but Foster absolutely refused to read it. 
Col. Denison argued that if it were read he 
would be able to get it into the Globe, Under 
these circumstances Mr. Foster gave a sort of 
half consent to read it toarew people in the 
colonel's office. In the meantime Col. Denison 
saw Mr. Brown and left the pamphlet with 
him. With the quick judgment and impulsive- 
neas which made George Brown so great a 
power he saw the strength of the argument, 
and next morning he published the whole 
thing, occupying over a page of the Globe. 
When Mr. Foster saw it he was thrown intoa 
state of mind because it had never been read 
before the society, as the introduction sug- 
gestei, and he at once visited his friend and 
confidante, Col. Denison, to inquire what in 
the worid they would do about it. The colonel 
simply told him that it didn’t matter whether 
it had been read or not, their object had been 
gained; but Foster never forgave himself for 
the deception. This little incident shows the 
genuine truthfulness and ‘candor of his char- 
acter, which, together with his diffidence, kept 
him from th> eminence he deserved until the 
confidence of his friends and that sound judg- 
ment which rarely gave a wrong opinion 
brought to him laurels and a professional 
standing which, had he lived, would have 
placed him on the very highest pinnacle of 
public confidence. 

ove 

Mr. H. A. Massie, who has volunteered such 
a gigantic amount for the further endowment 
of Victoria University in Cobourg, is a good 
type of the philanthropist who, having made his 
mouey by exacting high prices and demanding 
exemplary service from employes whose riches 
have not increased in proportion to his own, 
desires to endear himself to the community— 
which he recognizes has no particular reason 
for loving him, and to perpetuate a name, which 
has no other cause for living in history than 
that the owner of it made some money—by 
offering to endow a religious university. With 
s0 many newspapers and so large a country, 
advertising these days comes high, and after 
perhaps carefally estimating through an adver- 
tising agency or computing the cost in the past, 
a man can readily find out how much he can 
afford to offer a religious institution as an en- 
dowment of a chair of theology or a cot in a 
hospital, and still be able to reckon on a reason- 
able gain by doing the philanthropical or enthu- 
Silastic acts-sther than by investing his money 
on business principles and directly promuiat- 
ing the virtues of his pitls or mowing machines 
at so much per line, 

es 

Under these circumstances I feel justified in 
offering Victoria University une million dollars 
($1,000,000), on condition that the Methodists 
of this country obtain for Saturpay NieutT 
two million subscribers at two dollars per 
annum, strictly in advance—and I am not 
mean enough to withhold a little private some- 
thing to the getter-up of theclub. A circula- 
tion of two millions is not to be sneezed at, and 
we can aftord to put subscription rates low, 
with a chance of putting our advertising rates 
high, and still surrounding ourselves with the 
halo of generosity. With a circulation of two 
millions, this strictly high-class family journal 
ought to be able to allure a vast number of 
patent medicine ‘“‘ads.,” which in its humble 
state it conscientiously refuses to accept ; and 
by advertising schemes, whereby the gentle- 
men investing in the ink make all the money 
and the honest reader gains experience at 
the expense of his cash, the thing ought to be 
worked out with advantage to the publishers. 
Oc if Victoria University will locate in our 
back office and the professors will agree to act as 
canvassers for this journalistic agent of civili- 
zation and family culture we will take ten per 
cent. off subscription for cash, five forthirty days 
or three for sixty. These terms have been 
hitherto unrivalled and in clubs of one hundred 
we willthrow a World hayfork in, not for itsin- 
trinsic value, but for the sentiment, etc. Or if 
the Hon. Ready-Made Clothing Sandford will 
donate $500,000 or Hot-Water Heating Gurney 
will subscribe a similar amount, I am prepared 
to advance on first mortgage six million dollars 
at ten per cent. per annum, sufficient to build, 
endow and glorify a college for the education 
of preachers of all sorts and _ varieties, 
for the Anglican or the Swedenborgian, the 
Hindoo or the Jesuit, the Brahmin or the 
Baptist, this offer to hold good for thirty days 
from date, and if not accepted at that time all 
donations to be returned ‘‘ in trade.” 

o*e 

These startling ebullitions of generosity are 
getting footsore, and as the advertising 
columns of the ledger kept by the recording 
angel, whose duty it is to leok after charities, 
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are crowded, we hasten to make this proposal 
for fear the books will be closed without giving 
us a chance to loom up amongst the generous, 
It is perhaps open to dispute whether a record 
such as has been shown by leading Canadian | 
capitalists will have the desired effect or 
whether in the supreme court of Almighty 
Justice there will be exacted from the easy- | 
talking philanthropist a certain amount of | 
kindness to those who serve him, a degree of 
justice to those who patronize him, and a not 
unreasonable regard for the maintenance of 
commercial peace which is said to be necessary 
in relation to the state as well as in dealing | 
with the subject. If by the creation of a mono- ; 
poly or the obtaining of undue privileges by the 
manufacturer large fortunes can be acquired in 
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There is a general feeling that suicide is 
always a cowardly thing. Let us look at it. 
Even the Scripture tells us that everything a 
; man hath will he give for his life. Look 
through the crowded cities of the old world; 


beats its wings against the bars for years 
and still expects to soar aloft unhindered 
by pain and unchecked by the bitterness of 
defeat ; these can afford to live, while sober earn- 
estness and a duil, realizing sense that to-day’s 
defeats are but a foretaste of to-morrow’s hu- 
miliations, and the prescience that the fulfil- 
ment of passion is but sickness of the soul, | 
lead the most sane men to say good bye toa 
world which has no unwithering laurel and no | 
unfading roses of love. History teaches, and 
the experience of godless nations emphasizes | 
the fact, that when Heaven and its immortal | 


come even to the 
tenements in the 
cities of the new world and you 
will find the men who would rather 
suffer as they are than explore the uncertain- 
ties of the further west. Are they the brave 


bread ; 
the 


water and black 
farm homes’ or 


King and its unfading love are forgotten, man- 
kind is most prone to seek relief from the bit- 
ter certainties of to-day in the uncertainties 
And why not? If we know the 


spirits ride the wave which reaches furthest up 
the mysterious shore of the Unknown. And 


of to-morrow. 


why should we say a man is a coward who dies | 
by his own hand? If he be the unduly sane— 


a year, I don’t believe that the Almighty Judge | most passionate love is excited by hauteur and 
will be propitiated by 10 per cent. of the steal- occasional yielding, and that the proudest am- 
age. Itis rather a small share to grant to the | bition is after the unattainable and the most 
Giver of all mercies, and if He can be dealt with | co nmon impulse towards the undesirable, why 


the ma‘erialist—the miseries of the Here can 
so congregate and impress themselves that he 
| is even willing to emigrate to the Hereafter if 
' death, if perchance, it is not an eternal sleep. A 


upon these terms, it will scarcely pay a man to | should we continue to fight in this unequal 


which presumes that transactions will be car- 
ried out on the basis of not what a man can be 
made to pay, but what he ought topay. Shylock 
achieved an unenviable reputation by demand. 
ing what he thought was in the bond, but he was 
not more exactingthan some modern capitalists. 
Canadian philanthropists seem to imagine that 
all they owe to their Creator and fellow-beings is 
a small donation which shall be published in the 
newspapers. I dare not pretend to be familiar 
with the methods of divine bookkeeping, but 
it seems natural to suppose that these little 
schemes which are so easily detected on earth 
will not be miscalculated in heaven. 


be honest in that wide and Christian z 
| 


7 os 
The case of Barber, commercial traveler from | 
Sheffield, suggests a few points on suicide. We | 
wonder when a man with money in his pocket, 
his bills receipted and his financial prospects 
apparently bright proceeds to blow his brains 
out of their usual place. It affords us a hint 
that the possession of enough for to-day and suf- 
ficient for to-morrow is not all that is necessary 
to complete a man’s happiness or make him 
willing tolive. Iam not one of those who be- 
lieve that insanity is always the cause of 
suicide. I belleve that excessive sanity often 
causes it. The fulness of Hope which experi- 
ence teaches us will never be reulized, the mad- 
ness of to-day'’s passion which finding ite cure 
in the reaction of to-morrow is still being al- 
lured by the possibility of being delighted by a 
new madness next week, the ambition which 
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watch the peasantry who toil contentedly for | 


| 
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This leaves us, then, a division of suicides into 
two classes—those who may have had faith but 
by insanity have lost the sustaining comfort of 
it, and those who believe in no future and are 
sick of the present. 


? 
* * 


Courage cannot be connected with a mind 
bereft of reason, and in the latter class the 
quality of courage is open to suspicion, inso- 
much as bravery is best shown in resistance, 
not in flight. If a man so despises himself that 


| he feels unworthy of eternity and has no in- 


or the cowardly? The history of frontiersmen 
proves that the bravest and most indomitable | 


stinct within him of immortality, he certainly 
has little to lose by taking his life when face to 


| facegwith dishonor or misery, and therefore 
| there is no courage in taking chances in a game 


| she was 


where he cannot lose. Is it not the coward 
who only deals in certainties? The suicide of 
sane people is, I take it, an almost absolute 
proof of infidelity in its most materialistic 
sense, and that it is so frequent but illustrates 
how much more general than we suppese is the 
denial—it may never have been formulated or 
expressed—of the hope-giving doctrine of the 
possibility of life where ‘there shall be no 
more death, neither sorrow nor crying. Neither 
shall there be any more pain; for former 
things are passed away.” The Christian can 
well afford to wait for this, though so many, so 
very, very many, would to God that the misery 
and living death of the “former things” might 
in mercy be made to pass away quickly. 
os 
Is there nothing to be said on behalf of the 


| woman in this Barber tragedy? With one 


accord the press seem to take the view that 
the tempter and he the victim, 
though it has been abundantly proved that he 


| knew her character before he married her, And 
| it is also assumed that the unhappiness which 
resulted 


her first 
her un- 


in the separation from 
husband was entirely owing to 





| this 


faithfulness. What basis is there for 
assumption? Ordinarily we think of 
women as far purer than men, more 
faithful in love, more prene to forgive! Be- 
cause she led an evil life afterwards may 
demonstrate that she had no strength of moral 


character, but it does not disprove what is so 


| often true, that the bad ways of a dissolute hus- 


band corrupted her good manners, as evil com- 
munications of any kind are very sure todo. Itis 
worth while for husbands to inauire how much 
deliberate effort they make to reduce their 
wife's idea of morality to their own low stand- 
ard. Such intention is well illustrated in the 
case of Stephen Tully as described in the chap- 
ter of ‘‘A Bad Man’s:Sweetheart” which 
; appears in this week's issue of SaTURDAY 





| Nigut.—I think in this comnection, even with- 
| out following the course of the story it is worth 
| reading.—We are not able to judge of the 
| impulses of the wife and mother which led 
| her to become the scarlet woman who has 
| wrought so much evil. She has threechildren, 
| and even if it was her hope when she came to 
| Toronto to honestly provide them with bread 
| by toiling as a music teacher, we can, in charity 
| and in the light of experience, imagine the 
failure of that resource and find a spark of pity 
in the belief that she fell into evil ways in en- 

| deavoring to find bread. 

oe 

It is naturally difficult to know how much 
| more opprobrium should attach itself to the 


indecent sinner than to one who, while break- 
ing God's laws, does not rise in open rebellion 
| against the conventionalities of society and the 
decencies of life, but we a'l know that on the 
| latter is heaped the curses of the just and the 


} 


njust alike, and, as-a rule, everyone seems 
an -r to show their virtue by pelting her with 


LADY STANLEY. From the Dominion Illustrated. 


battle, if there be no field of glory where we {| man often kills himself that his family may 
can be victors and no lovers whose love is true? | obtain his life insurance. His judgment is bad, 
Without a God in our lives and no heaven as a | but is he necessarily a coward? It may be said 
future, suicide would be the resort of all those | that he is afraid to face the evils that he wots 
who have courage enough to be pioneers beyond , of, but it can also be said that he is unterrified 
the frontier of fate. When Christ came and | by the phantoms with which superstition has 
showed us that there was an ambition | peopled the future, and does not fear the judg- 
worthy of life and superior to human scorn, | ment of which he has been told by inspired 
when He proved to us that even death was but | revelation. He has found himself to be useless 
a pluoge and a shudder between us and ever- | on earth to those he loves, and is willing to 
lasting glory, when He gave us an example | abandon the hope which should inspire every 
of the love which died not when fortune had 
ceased to amile, when He provided us witha 
pattern from which wecould mould our souls to 
a superior life to that which men grow weary 
of, He made life worth living and suicidea 
crime, 


believes in the Bible. 
than the pioneer who crosses lake and river or 
goes through seas and savages to find an El 
Dorado? Truly he is without God and without 
* hope in the world, and if it is so here it shall not 
When the estimate of our religious pos- | be different hereafter. What I most wonder at 
sibilities is reduced to the attainable, when | is that a man without a God, to whom in prayer 
he can entrust his soul, dare venture to sleep 


fears of our worst fate are not exaggerated 
until they are unbelievable, when a proper | between eventide and sunbreak. How dread- 
ful, then, must it be to sink by one’s own hand 


education is diffused amongst the people and 
realization comes of the beauty of a life which 
takes Christ as its pattern—even though it 
may fall far short of the model—we shall see 
too much glory in living and have so little fear 
of dying that man wil! hold his life cheap but 
his virtue dear. The courage manifested by 
the suicide, if diverted into right paths and 
crowned with faith, would be equal to the 
heroism of Christian martyrdom. Without 
faith ic is moral cowardice drunken with 


despair, 


awakening to the self-murderer save the trum- 
pet-call to prepare for torture! 


selves as trials of courage all imply faith in the 
existence of God and the reality of future 
reward and punishment. It takes no courage 
to drink oneself drunk in order to avoid menta! 
euxiety, nor does it pre-suppose courage to drop 
by poison or bullet into unending nothingness. 


> o 
But then these things which sungest them: | the present Governor-General, Lady Stanley has 


| stones., 
| 
| 


| accused of endeavoring to ea. 
|} or palliate her sin, think 
|} awful disgust her life must have brou,. 
her? 


| lead 
| the 


i , uw, 
stvie, comfag 

P 
* _t, without 


MP ecuse 


being 
her crime 
2 “bout the 
little %. “ht to 


hil 


Then, again, may we 


a 


Recall the love of a mother for her ¢ 
dren, and imagine that perchance she ‘had 
stirring within her the hope of being able to 
a diferent life when separatea by 
Ocean and the affect‘on of a husband 
from the scenes and impulses of her shame, 
That she took an indefensible method must be 


;} admitted, and in this parual reformation—if 


such she intended to be— she but increjsed her 
burdey of guilt and the punishment} which 
always follows it. Evenin thia there is an op- 
portunity for charity to observe the <itfficuit con- 


| ditions and frightful circumstances by which she 


| unclean!” 
| even 


wholesome mind and take chances in a world | 
in which he must meet certain doom it he | 
Is he not more daring | 


| 


was surrounded. What gentle missionary bad 
called on her? Who had held ovt a hand in an 
effort to reclaim her? What preacher, what 
church-worker ever dared to approach and offer 
even a faint hope that seciety would forgive or 
the church accept if she buc repented? All 
those to whom we look f«r goad influences 
in a community hid their faces as the 
social Jeper passed, and cried ‘ Unclean ! 
Can no one then understand how 
a loophole of escape was so_ readily 
accepted, with the hope that perhaps ijater on 
the page could be turned entirely over and 
fastened down so that no eye could ever read 
the terrible record written thereon, 
oe 

There is still another of whom little mention 
has been made who must bear in aged widow 
hood this appaling shame and sorrow. The old 
mother at home in the Old Land! God help her 
and pity her and the orphans who cling to her 
in bitter weeping and ask for ‘*Papa!” Don, 


Lady Stanley. 


Lady Stanley, whose coming next week is 
being looked forward to with pleasurable 
anticipation by the people of Toronto, is 


into the slumber which hath no revealed |, daughter of the fourth Earl of Claren- 
| don, K. G., 


who died in 1870. Her recent 


visit, although only of short duration, was 
sufficient to impress those who met her in the 
most favorable manner. Since the arrival of 


entered most heartily into the various duties, 
social and otherwise, which devolve upon the 
hoateas of Rideau Hall. In this the subject of 
this sketch already bids fair to become a worthy 
suecessor to the gracious women who have 
polgnes so worthily during the present decade 
at Rideau Hall, 
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Chloe tapped at Daphne's door, 
All the woodland sweet of 
summer ; 
Roses len§ her cheeks their 
store, 
Dryads decked their latest 
comer. 


‘Stupid Strephon courted me,” 
Caroled she, in clear voice, 
gaily; 
‘QFoolish as his flock is he, 
Foolisher and fonder daily. 


“There he stood in shy eurmise, 
Trembling lke a wind-tossed 
feather ; 
Dared not raise to mine his 
eyes, 
In this blithe and sun-glad 
weather. 


“Up I rose and boxed his ears 
(Birds were singing in the 
beeches), * 
Told him faint heart never 
nears 
Goals that courage surely 
reaches. 


:, “Then my handsome oaf at last 
Took me in his arms and 
kissed me ; 
Daphne, he shall rue the past, 
When, through fear, he well- 
nigh missed me.” 
Joun Moran, in New York Life, 





out, the run would have been a splendid one, 
and the issue doubtful. Though the run was 


Sir Alexander and Miss Marjorie Campbell’s | short, it was not wanting in exciting incidents ; 


dinner-party at Government House last Satur- 
day included Mr. and Mrs. Alan Cassels, Miss 


there were no falls, but two gentlemen came 
very near being swallowed up in a treacherous 


Campbell of Carbrooke, Miss Grace Boulton, ! bog. If there are any more paper chases the 


Mr. Campbell, Mr. Meredith of London, Mr, 
Fox, Miss Dawson, Miss Mabel Heward, Miss 
Williams, Mr. Edin Heward., Mr. Reginald 
Thomas, Miss Morris, Mr. Gamble Geddes and 
Mr. Harcourt Vernon. - 


Mrs. Fitzgerald of Clover Hill has returned 
from England. 


Mrs. McLean Howard and her daughter are 
visiting in Detroit. 


Mrs. John Cameron has returned from Lon- 
don where she has been visiting her mother. 


” 

I regret that I am unable at this late hour to 
find space for a full report of last Saturday's 
meeting of the Osgoode Legal and Literary 
Society. The uphoiders of the Malthusian 
doctrine and the anti-Malthusians evidently 
had a field-night of it, with honors easy, ac- 
cording to the decision of the worthy president, 
Mr. W. M. Douglas. To-night the larceny case 
of Regina v. Ashweli is up for discussion, with 
Mr. Bradford for the defence and Mr. Ferguson 
for the Crown. Iam not sorry to hear that the 
Society holds its first open meeting for the 
term on November 29, for which an excellent 
programme is in preparation, embracing a 
debate on Imperial Iederation vs, Canada’s 
present state, Messrs Cleland and Starr aflir- 
mative, and Messrs. Bartlett and Anglin, 
negative. Not the least interesting part of the 
entertainment will bethecustomary impromptu 
dance which is such a popular feature in these 
alfairs at Osgoode Hail. 


The report of the complimentary concert ten- 
dered by the young ladies of St. Joseph's 
Convent to Rev. E. Murray on the feast 
day of St. Edmund, his patron saint, came to 
hand too late for insertion in last week's 
Saturpay Nicnt. I must again request my 
correspondents to have their reports sent in by 
Wednesday night if possible. 


Mr. and Mrs. Chas. Way of Barrie were in 
town in the early part of the week on their 
way to the south of France for the winter. 


* 

Miss Walker's wedding on Tuesday next, at 
St. Andrew's, will be a very quiet one, only 
the immediate friends, 
the contracting parties, having been invited. 
The bride will be assisted at the altar by her 
two sisters, Miss Grace and Miss May, only, 
and will arrive at the church at half past 
eleven. 

= é 

Mr. and Mrs, Alex. Gameron have reMirned 

from abroad, where Hh SSR haan ine ihe 


ast two years, and, = 
pas o years, an*are at their Carlton street 


none ante after Mr. Alfred Cameron’s mar- 
Mase ‘with Miss Walker. 
a ad . 

Amongst those who took in the sham-fizht 
at High Park on Thanksgiving day from the 
saddle were Miss Campbell, Mr. and Miss Grace 
Bouiton, Mr. C. Boulton, Miss McInnis of 
Montreal, Miss Heward, Miss Otter, Miss Ethel 
McCarthy, Miss Gooderham, Mr. Edin Heward, 
Miss Williams, Mr. Albert Nordheimer, Mr. J. 
K. Kerr, Mr. Ht. J. Grasett, Dr. F. LeM, Grasett, 
Dr. Phillip Strathy, Dr. Riordan, Mr. Gordon 
Jones, Miss Joaes, Mrs. Walter Dickson, Mrs, 
Torrance, Mr, Ceci] Lee, Col. Sweny and Mr. H,. 
D. Gamble. Amongst those driving were Mrs, 
and Miss Dawson, Capt. Geddes, the Misses 
Walker, Mr. W. H. Beatty, the Misses Beatty, 
Mr. Geo. Gooder.am and his family, Mrs. Oiter 
ina pony chaise, Mr. and Mrs. Frank Cayley, 
Dr. Allan Baines, Mr. Jas. Gifford and Mr. W, 


Cook. 


* 

Fashionable people in Toronto always wel- 
come a novelty in their amusements as warmly 
as do their compeers in all other places. Mr. 
H. D. Gamble’s plan for his friends’ enjoyment 
last Saturday afternoon was both novel and 
attractive, and was also so successful that if 
the weather keeps open he will be followed by 
at least one imitator. A paper chase on horse- 

back, the meet to take place in the Queen's 

Park at 2 p.m., the ‘ares to be despatched at 

the edge of High Park, and the finish to take 

place in the neighborhood of the lower hotel at 
. Lambton Mills, where there was to be tea, ete. 

Such were the arrangements, and excellently 

were they carried out, ‘The hares were Messrs, 
Benjamin Cronyn and A, D. Shanly, both well 
mounted and likely to rejuire a greal deal of 
catching. The hounds who assembled at the 
starting place in High Park numbered nearly 
thirty ladies and gentlemen on horse-back, as 
well asa good many people in carriages, who 
followed as faras they were able. When the 


time the law aliowed the hares expired, and the 
hounds started in their pursuit, the pace for a 
mile or two was tremendous, and if the paper 

\. which took the place of scent had not given 
‘ 
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hares will be careful to provide themselves 
with a much larger quantity of paper, and not 
to lead the hounds through bogs. 

* 


In addition to the followers of the chase 
many people had driven and ridden to the 
hotel at Lambton. Refreshments of all kinds, 
waiters, etc., had been sent out there from 
town. and, except that one is not accustomed 
to rooms of such small size and the sight of so 
many ladies in habits and tall hats, and men in 
boots, breeches and spurs, one might have been 
attending one of the many afternoon teas that 
take place in town. The one great drawback 
to people's pleasure, and the chief topic of con- 
versation was the news that a painful and 
perhaps dangerous accident had befallen one 
of the riding party. 


Amongst those present were Col. and Mrs. 
Sweny, Miss Campbell, Mr. Harcourt Vernon, 
Miss Hodgins, Mr. Percy Hodgins, Miss Robin- 
son, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Dickson, Mr. Fox, 
Miss Jones, the Messrs. Jones. Mrs. Nord- 
heimer, Mr. Gamble Geddes, Col. and Mrs, 
Otter, Mr. and Mrs. George Torrance, Miss 
Grace Boulton, the Mersrs. Boulton, Miss 
Hawke, Miss McCarthy, Mrs. McCarthy, Mr. 
Benjamin Cronyn, Mr. Small, Capt. Wise of 
Ottawa, Miss Mabel Heward, Mr. Edin Heward, 
Mr. Reginald Thomas, Mr. and Mrs. J. K. Kerr, 
Col. and Mrs. Dawson, Miss Dawson, Mr. and 


Mrs. Cattanach. 
- 


The sad accident which occurred to Mr. 
Albert Nordheimer did not happen, as has 
been implied in notices in the daily papers, 
during the paper chase, but after it was over, 
when in the company of two or three gentle- 
men he was cantering along a road towards 
Lambton. His horse, the good-looking gray 
that he always rides, stepped in a badly 
mended hole in the road and fell, throwing 
Mr. Nordheimer over his head and striking 
him as he lay, fortunately not with the shoe 
but with the hock. Mr. Nordheimer was 
unconscious for a few minutes, but was soon 
able to walk to a house near by, and shortly 
afterwards drove home. It was not then sus- 
pected that his injury was severe, but it was 


besides the relations of | afterwards found that he had sustained a 


s ight fracture of the skull. The latest reports 


| th s week say that he is doing very well. 


* 


Amongst those who graced the popular 


allery and the floor of the Paviliou at Mrs, 


<jpaw's concert on Monday Jast were Miss 
Campbell, Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt Vernon, Mrs. 
Stevhen Heward, Miss Mabel Heward, Col. 
a Mrs. Sweny, Mr. and Mrs. Keginald North- 
the Messrs. Smail, Mr. George Michie, the 
Missa? Boulton, Mr. Cronyn, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
K. Kei® Mr. and Mrs. Meredith, Mr. ,Arthe->. 
Thomson“snes |homson. Mz> Meyrick Bankes, 
Mrs. Beckett, Mr. and Mrs. Murray, Mr. 
Bruce, Captain Sears, Mrs. Fitzgibbon, Col. 
and Mrs. Otter, Miss McCarthy, Miss Otter, 
Captain Macdougall, the Misses Johnston, Mr. 


an 


|} and Mrs. E!lmes Henderson, Miss Watson of 


Montreal, Mr. Hollyer, Mr. J. D. Haye, Mrs. 


Du Moulin, Miss DuMoulin, Mr. Fraser, 


Mrs. George Cameron and the Misses 
Cameron of New York are staying with friends 
in town. 


* 
Mr. D. Torrance of Montreal was in town 


this week. 
* 


Captain Wise, General Middleton's A. D. C., 
who is as popular in Toronto society as he is in 
that of Ottawa, has been in town during the 
week. Captain Wise attended Mr. H. D. Gam- 


ble’s paper chase last Saturday. 


General Middleton was also here for a few 
days last week. People here were quite as 
much concerned at the rumors of his resigna 
tion as were the inhabitants of the capital, and 
their pleasure at the general's denial that he 
had any thought of resigning, was equally great. 

















larity, tnat, if snow and frost do not fail this 
season, there is every reason to suppose that 
success will still crown its meetings, It is 
pretty certain that Mr. Reginald Fox, who 
worked so hard and so successfully in the club's 
interests as Hon. Secretary last year, will be 
re-elected to his onerous post, and it is also cer- 
tain that no better man could be found, 


in the presence of the numerous relatives of 
the contracting parties. The bride entered the 
church precisely at half-past nine, leaning on 
the arm of her brother, Mr. C. Brough. Her 
attired was a traveling gown of dark green 
and gold, with bonnet en suite, the only orna- 
ments being roses and a handsome diamond 
brooch, the gift of the groom. The bridesmaids 
were Miss DuMoulin and Miss Howitt, nieces 
of the bride. Miss DuMoulin wore a very be- 
coming gown of gobelin blue, and Miss Howitt 
an artistic gown of terra cotta and cream. 
After the ceremony the guests repaired to the 
rectory where asumptuous repast was partaken 
of. Among the guests were roticed Hon. E. 
and Mrs. Blake, Mr. and Mrs. S. H. Blake, Mr. 
and Mrs. H. O’Brien, the Misses O'Brien, Mr. 


Numbers of people left town last evening to 
be present at Mr. and Mrs. Hendrie’s ball at 
the Holmstead, Hamilton, Coming in a week 
when there is but little gaiety in Toronto, 
almost everybody who received Mrs, Hendrie’s 
invitations took advantage ofethem. Mrs. 
Hendrie’s annual ball is always facile princepa 
in the Ambitious City, and even here there are 


TOURS IN THE TROPICS 
Yachting Trips Among the Islands 


Bermuda, Nassau, Cuba, the Windward Isles, Panama, 
California, South america. 
Full information as to Sailings, Rates, Pamphlets, &. 


er 


72 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
DYEING AND CLEANING 


Gent's S»its dyed or cleaned. Ladies’ Dresses dyed or 
cleaned. Overcoate and Ulsters dyed or cleaned. 


Telephone No. 1258. Best house in the city at 


STOCKWELL, HENDERSON & BLAKE'S 
89 King Street West. 


L. A. STACKHOUSE 











Mr. J. Meredith, a junior member of the large 
Meredith family of London, Ont., and who re- 
sides in Montreal, has been staying at Govern- 
ment. House this week, | 


Tuesday, November 27, will be an important 
day in the annals of the Toronto Riding and 
Driving Club, or, as it is snore properly called, 
the Toronto Sleighing Club. At the Queens 
Hotel, at five o'clock on that day, will be held 
the first of the club's annual general meetings. 
Last year the club was created by the gentle- 
men who afterwards formed its most efficient 
committee, and no general meeting was called. 
The club did so much last year to make the 
winter pleasant for its large and fashionable 
membership, and increased so steadily in popu- 


| celebrated 


few winters that can boast of many as good. 
* 


Amongst the pleasant ways of spenaing a 
month or so during the winter is to take a trip 
on one of the stea‘ners which call from port to 
port among the islands of the West Indies. 
Hon. John Macdonald, after spending a por- 
tion of the summer along the coast of New- 
foundland, sailed with Miss Macdonald on 
Wednesday on the Barraconta from New York 
for what is virtually a yachting trip among the 
Windward Islands and as far as British Guiana 
They will be 


on the coast ot South America, 
away about a month. 


Sir William and Lady Young are well known 
in Toronto, and there is much regret that their 
passing visit to town this week will be the last 
for many aday. Sir William and Lady Young 
have lately resided in London, Ont., but have 
ere now svt sail for England, where they are to 
take up their abode for the future. Sir William 
has inherited much of his father’s talent as a 
playwright, as was evidenced at the production 
of the first play from his pen that the Vokes 
company produced here last spring. Asan ama- 
teur singer of comic songs, I have perhaps 
never heard Sir William’s equal. I think it 
was to the Cafe Chantant at the World’s Fair 
some years ago that his talents in this direction 
brought so many dollars, 

* 


The Misses Marlett of Chicago are paying a 
visit to friends in Toronto. 


The departure of Mrs. Albert Nordheimer 
and Miss Maud Vankoughnet for Germany, 
which was to have taken place on Monday, has 
of course been debarred on account of the 
severe accident to Mr. Albert Nordheimer. I 
hear that when he is convalescent Mr. 
Nordheimer may accompany these ladies across 
the Atlantic, this being his doctor’s advice. 


* 

I went this week to see the new Victoria 
skating rink and clab house. It nears comple- 
tion, and before the ice comes will be ready. 
Both rink and club are excellent. Unless I am 
much mistaken, it will be a highly fashionable 
place of resort this winter, and Mr. Gamble 
Geddes as secretary will be found to be the 
right man in the right place. 


° 
Mr. Goldwin Smith went to New York on 
Monday to attend the annual dinner of the 
Chamber of Commerce. Mrs. Goldwin Smith's 
Thursdays are well nigh as popular as in the 
summer, although tennis and the green turf are 
no longer among the attractions of the Grange. 


Albert Durand of Paris, France, who has 
crossed the Atlantic to make a study of his 
cousins, the Metis Canadiens, hascome on as far 
as Toronto, and in a short stay here has made as 
many friends as a Frenchman, who speaks but 
little English, could be expected to do. 

- 


For almost the first week since they opened 
for the season there has been no specially 
fashionable attraction at either of the theaters. 
There has also been a notable lull in the season's 
amusements, Not a single dance for a whole 
week, and no prospect of any at private houses 
in che immediate future. Even the ubiquitous 
afternoon At Home seems to be languishing, 
but at that everybody feigns to rejoice. 

* 

Last night Messrs. Suckling & Sons’ grand 
concert at the Pavilion proved the attraction 
I had anticipated, and beauty and fashion 
crowded thé’Pavilion to its doors. But of this 


more next week, 
* 


Miss Jessie McInnes, who was one of Mrs, 
Stephen Heward's ad venturous+Geer-shooting 
party, has been staying with Mrs. James 
Strachan_on.Pitijinond street, and has now 
T@iurned to Montreal. & 


In my remarks on the return of the colors of 
the Grenadiers, Jast week, I omitted, by an 
oversight, all mention of the prevalence of a 
most unnecessary impression that undue favor- 
itism had been shown in the invitations sent 
out for that affair. In this connection I am 
informed by the Grenadiers’ officers, who desire 
me to give the utmost publicity to the fact, 
that invitations were only sent out to the mem- 
bers of the committee. : 


The departure of Mr. Barry, late of the 
Standard Kank, for the other side of the line 
was the occasion of a very pleasant gathering 
at Keachie’s on Friday evening of Jast week. 
Mr. J. Harry MeMillan discharged the duties 
of chairman. 
bill of fare presented by mine host, there 
were songs, speeches and toasts by Messrs, 
Wynder Strathy, J. H. Hyland, A. Drummond, 
Percy Schofield, W. D. Hart, Jack Garvin, W. 
Burden, W. R. Brock. W. Johnston, McArthur, 
Reginald Denison, S. W. Brown, Roden Kings- 
miil, W. Brock, G. D. McKay, H. Schofield, and 
F. Johnston. 


. 

The following choice society paragraph ap. 
peared in a Tcronto morning paper last week, 
in connection with the marriage of Mr. 
Chamberlain and Miss Endicott : ** Mary Endi- 
cott was looking af her best last evening, and 
she always looks the thorough gentlewoman. 
She has a wild-rose complexion, cherry red lips, 
silky brown hair, and eyes with a vivid lustre 
in their blue depths, She is slender, but not 
lean, and in poise aud in voice is the best 
groomed young woman the Administration has 
brought to the front.” Further comment on 


such a paragraph is needless. 
7 


last, November 17, Canada’s 
artist, Mr. L. R. O'Brien, was 
married to Mre. Parker. The ceremony was 
performed in St. James’ Cathedral by Rev. 
Canon DuMoulin, brother-in-law of the bride 


On Saturday 




















After a proper discussion of the | 





and Mrs. Winstanley, Mr. H. Cronyn, Mr. and 
Mrs. D. Hughes Charles of Woodstock, Mrs. 
and the Messrs. DuMoulin, Mr. and Mrs. Mac- 
gachen of Lindsay, Mr. and Mrs. C. Brough, 
the Misses Brough, Mr. and Mrs. Moberley of 
Barrie, Mr. and Mrs. Boulster, Co), and Mrs. 
OBrien, Col. Bradshaw of Bombay, and others. 
Mrs. DuMoulin wore a handsome gown of black 
satin and white velvet; Mrs, H. O’Brien, gray 
satin and black lace; Mrs. E. Blake, black 
velvet; Mrs, Charles, dark biue satin; Mrs. 
Brough, red silk; Mrs. Winstanley, green satin. 
The bappy pair left by the 12.30 train for Wash- 
ington and other points east. 


Dealer in Opera Slippers, Party Slippers, L. XV. 
Slippers. 
All the latest Styles and Novelties, in all sizes and widthe. 
Call and see them at 


American Shoe Store, 427 Yonge S8t., Toronto. 


CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS 


Befoie making purchases call and examine our stock of 


FINE FANCY GOODS 


Which we have just received, direct import, at 
prices surprisicgly low. 














Personal. 


Col. Joyce, late of the 13th Hussars, after an 
extended visit to his father-in-law, Mr. Jas. 
E. Austin, has sailed for Bermuda. The genial 
colonel will be gladly welcomed when he re- 
turns in the spring. 


A private matinee musicale will be held this 


Musicat the YMCA. lecture hail. The pro-|19 DANCING A FAILURE ? 





Jewel, Manicure, Shaving, 
Comb and Brush Combi- 
nation Cases, Etc. 


BINGHAMS PHARMACY 
100 YONGE STREET, TORONTO. 


Odor, 


gramme will be contributed to by pupils in the NOT WITH PROF. DAVIS 
vocal, violin, ’cello and piano departments. He is constantly receiving letters from Teachers of Dancing 


i throughout all parts of the United States and Canada for 

Among the brightest letters being sent to | his music and dances, viz.: ‘ Ripple,” 35c.; ‘ Jersey,” 35e.; 
ey ne alk ** Le Bronco,” 80c.; ‘‘ Le Frolique,” 35c.. ‘* Le Zieka,” 8he.; 

out-of-town papers from this city are those sent and “ Gavotte Lancers,” 50c. 

by Mr. A. J. Small of the Grand Opera House to Ladies Meet at 17 Wilton Ave. 

the Philadelphia Sporting Life. Mr. Small’s | Day odes Thursdays at 10 30 a.m 

pen name is ‘‘ Parvo,” and the snappy, read- eee cone eer oe, cena Ot 

able letters which appear over that signature 

are properly appreciated by that large propor- 


Evening Classes—Tues ays and Friday» at 7.30. 
Gentlemen Meet at 77 Wilton Ave, 
tion of Toronto people who take an interest in 
topical sports, 


Evening Clasees—Mondays and Thursdays at 8.15. 
Evening Classes—Tuesdays and Fridays at 8 30. 
Evening Classes— Wednesdays at 8.15. 
Young Ladies, Misses and Masters 

The fourth annual dinner of the Faculty and Wettig wad nee aibeeen in "380 Spadina 
Studen’s of the School of Dentistry took place Ave. (Mrs. Huot's residence), 4.30 to 6. 
atthe Rossin House on Thursday night, and | genera) Puctiottaaioe pieniiae 
was a@ most successful affair, owing to the Private lessons by appointment. See circulars, 
exertions of the ,indefatigable committee. 
The gentlemen to whom the_ thanks 
of all present are due, are Mr. A. H. 
Hipple, chairman; Mr. J. W. Oakley, lst vice; 
Mr. T. Butler, 2nd vice; Mr. J. J. Wisser, hon. 
sec.; and Messrs. A. G. McLaughlin, N. W. 


10,000 Copies Sheet Music 
Cleary, M. G. MacElhinney and S. Moyer, who 


constituted the executive committee. 


The conversazione in aid of the heating fund 
of St. Michael's Cathedral, at the Mutual street 
Rink, on Monday night, was a most successful 
affair. In such a large hall, and on such an 


! 
| 
occasion, elocutionary work has hardly a chance, | od 
and Mr, O'Hagan must be congratulated on | Toys, Stationery and 


Compr sing the productions of all the popular composers of 
the day, royular prive of which are from 25 to 75c. each, at 


10c. PER COPY 3 FOR 25c 


We are making this great offer in order to clear out our 
sto:k of sheet and book music. The list includes hundreds 
of Canadian copyrights, and is undoubtedly a bonanza for 
lovers of music. 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


Rossin House News 
137 King Street West, Toronto. 


“The Depot” 





having made the most of the limited opportu- 
Parlor Games 


nities afforded him. Mr. Ramsay's comic songs 

were thoroughly appreciated, as was the duet 

by the Misses Doane and Keenan. The mem- —. 
bers of the committee, which consisted of 
Father Laurent, Father Hand, Hon. Frank 
Smith, Messrs. J. D. Warde, Anglin and 
Russel, Mrs. McConnell, Mrs. Rennie, Mrs, 
and Miss O'Keefe, Mrs. Morrison, the Misses 
Wheaton, Miss Foy, are to be congratulated 
on the success which attended their efforts. 


All the Latest Books in cheap form 
received as soon as published at 


QUA & CO’S 


49 King Street East - 


EDWARDS’ DESSICATED SOUP 


Consists of Extract of Berr and Vecrtasirs in a dry state; 
quickly and easily made ready for the table; agreeable to 
the palate ; 

NUTRITIOUS, ECONOMICAL 
and is, 1n its proportions of flesh-tormers, heat-formers and 
mineral salts, a most perfect diet ! 

E FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS 
In tins, Ib , 40c.; g1b., 25c.; }lb., loc.; and 2 oz. packets 5a. 
Epwarps’ Economic CookeRy—a valuable boox—post free 
ou application. 
STANWAY & BAILEY, Wholesale Agents, 
44 Front Starrr East, Toroxto. 





Toronto 
EE. BEETON 


Chronometer and High-Grade Watch Specialist. 
OPPOSITB POST OFFICE, TORONTO. 


Repairing and adjusting of fine and complicated watches of 
every description my forte. 


Key-winding Watches Altered to Stem-winders. 


MONS. F. BOUCHER 
VIOLIN VIRTUOSO 
Will receive a Jimited number of pupils for the Violin. | 
RESIDENCE 168 HURON STP ERT 
Also, will UX<pt engagements for concerts as SOLOIST 


~~ W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Have special pleasure in calling attention to their Fall and Win‘er Impor- 
tations for 1888. Stock was never before so large, and every Department 
is crowded with Novelties and all at the very closest cash prices. Every 
lady in Town and Country should come and see the new Mantles, Mil- 
linery, Costumes, Silks, Velvets, Plushes, Dress Goods, Black Goods, 
Flannels, Linens, Blankets, House Furnishing Goods, Laces, Trimmings, 
Ribbons, Hosiery and Gloves, &c., &c., at 


W. A. MURRAY & CoO.’s 


Largest Retail Importers in the Dominion 
17, 19, 21, 23, 25, AND 27 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO 


THE YATISI CORSE? 


Is modeled from a design of one of the most celebrated Parisian makers. It gives the wearer 
th atease and grace so much admired in French ladies. 
The Yatisi Corset, owing to.the peculiar diagonal elasticity of the cloth, will fit the 








wearer perfectly the first time worn, no matter v hat 
her 7 e of form is—either long or short weisted, 
To ladies who wish to lace tight and not feel uncom- 
fortable at the bust or hips they are indispensible. 

The Yatisi Oorset does not stretch at the 
waist, requires no breaking in, fits eens the 
first time worn. As it gives to every motion of the 
wearer, it will outlast any of the old-style rigid 
corsets. 

The Yatisi Corset is made of the best materials, 
and being elastic (without rubber or springs), is in- 
valuable for invalids, as it cannot commnees the 
vital parts of the body. They are recommended by the 
most celebrated physicians in all the leading cities. 

The Yatisi Corset is the only one that the pur- 
chaser can wear ten days and then return and have 
the money refunded if not found to be the mos? per- 
fect-fitting, healthful and comfortable corset ever 
worn, 

Every merchant who sells the Yatial Oorset will 
guarantee every claim made by the manufacturers, 
and refund the money to any lady who is not perfectly 
satisfied with the corset, 


The Yatisi Corset is patented in Canada, Great Britain and the United States. 
Every pair of Yatisi Corsets is so stamped, and no other is genuine, 
MANUFACTURED BY 


THE CROMPTON CORSET CO. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





MISS WETHERALD 
Professional Reader and Eloeutionis 


Open for a limited number of engagemente—Parlor and 
Church At Homes. For testimonials and terms address 


91 YORKVILLE AVE., City. 


MISS BOYLAN 


TEACHER OF 
Piano, Guitar, Singing and Banjo 


49 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO 
MISS RUTHVEN 
Teacher of Pianoforte and Harmony 

18 Wood Street, Toronto. 

(LATE OF THE ROYAL 

A. S. OGT Conservatoire, Leipzig, 

Germany) Organist and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptist 
Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


PERCY V. GREENWOOD 
Organist All Saints’ Church, Teacher of Music. Three 
manual organ for practise. Address 239 Sherbourne atreet. 
Telephone 1,775. 


MR. J. W. F. HARRISON 
ORGANIST OF 8T. SIMON’S CHURCH 


and Musical director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 
Piano, Organ and Harmony. 


04 GLOUCESTER STREAT. 


TORONTO ORCHESTRAL ASSOCIATION 


How. Memesrs—F. H. Torrington, Ed. Fisher, Signor D’Auria 


Composed of Pat wusicians only. Are now pre- 

red to furnish music for Balla, Parties, At Homes, &. 

1georsn all orchestras Address THOS. CLAXTON, 
President and Manager, 197 Yorge Street. 


MR. THOMAS BAUGH 


CORNET SOLOIST 


(Late of Gilmore’s Band and Royal Italian Opera of New 
York), Director of Heintzman’s Band. n for concerts 
or entertainments. Instructions given on cornet and other 
instruments. 257 Spadina Ave. 


PHOTCGRAPHER 
107 KING STREET WEST 


PHOTOGRAPHS 


Finest Cabine’ Photographs $2 per 


Dozen. 
R. LANE : 147 YONGE ST. 


8S. J. DIXON, 


PHOTOGRAPHER, 
Cor. Yong: and King Streets. 
FINE WORK A SPECIALTY. 
= PATENTS «= 
REYNOLDS & KELLOND 


Solicitos and Experts 
24 King Street East, Toronto, 156 Bt. James Street, 
Montreal, ae Washington, D. C. 
Agencies in all Foreig: Capitals. Trade Marks, Designs 
and Cowrights Registered. 


Paris Barber Shop 
ror 


GENTLEMEN’S FIRST-CLASS WORK 
60 King Stret East, J. WALTON. 
Walnut, Mahogany, Oherry, Birch, 
Flooring, Shngles, Lath, Lignum- 
vits, Boxwood and Mouldings. 
HILLOCK & KENT, Albert Street 


JOFN P: MILL 


Watchmaker and Jeweler 
Special attention 




























Watches and Weddin; —— a specialty. 
to al kinds of Repairing. 


4453 Yonge Stree, opp. College Ave., Toronto. 


| 25 Adelaide street East - 


And MERCHANTS’ LUNCH COUNTER SCULPTOR 
jalty is the choice | Has removed to commodious premises on the ground floor 


butter and the best meats procurable. All the deli acies of of New Buildings on 

the season and prompt attendance. Private dining-room L . 

up-stairs. Reading and smoking rvoms attached. OMBARD STREET 
IMMEDIATBLY BRHIND POSTOFFICE. 


12 Colborne 8t.. W. R. BINGHAM, PROP, | _ Cs MHEDIATRLY BRHIND POSTOFFICR, 
-M. MeconNeLt- |J, W. L, FORSTER 
ARTIST | inoitandérayon 


46 and 48 King Street East. 
STUDIO—KING STREET EAST. 


F.. H. SEFTON 


trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
DENTIST 


don ‘‘ White Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of on ie Over half a million imported cigars always 
rade 
172 Yonge Street, next door to R, Sim n’s 
Dry Goods Store = 
OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 


in stock. supplied at bottom prices. 
SPAULDING & CHEESBROUGH 
DENTISTS 


J. FRASER BRYCE THE HUB CAFES |MR. HAMILTON McCARTHY, A.R.C.A. 


First-class in every respect. A 








THE JEWELL RESTAURANT 
J: rdan Street 
HARRY MORGAN . . Proprietor 
The Leading Restaurant for Toronto City Merchants. 


Game in season always on the bill of fare. 
First-class Reading and Smoking Roo —s, supplied with 
all the daily papers. 


Telephone 344 
MARSLAND & KENNEDY 


FAMILY GROCERS 
WINE AND SPIRIT MERCHANTS 


285 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO. 
Fine wines for medicinal purposes a specialty 


G. A. CASE 


REAL ESTATE BROKER. 


Toronto, 
Money to Loan. TELEPHONE 1482. 


NORIH AMERICAN LIFE ASSURANCE CO, 


Head Offices 22 to 28 King Street West. Toronto 
Issues all approved forms of Life and Endowment Policies 
and Annuities. 
Hon. A. Mackenzin, M.P., Pres.; Hon. A. Morris and J. L. 
Buatkig, Vice-Presidents ; Wu. McCazeg, Man’g Director. 


CONFEDERATION 


Life Association 
15 Toronto Street 








South East Cor. Queen and Yonge Sts. 


TEETH WITH OR 





WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 
C. V. SNELGROVE 


DENTAL SURGEON 97 CARLTON ST. 
Bridgework, Gold and Porcelain Crowns a specialty. 
Tel. No. 3031. 


Mr. HIPKINS 
DENTIST 


ROCMS, No. 1 COLLEGE AVENUE 
(Over Wood's Drug Store, cor. Yonge street.) 


Office Hours : from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. 


Ladies Violin Class 


FOR BEGINNERS 


MR. WALTER DONVILLE, late of London, 
England 


Is forming a class of Ladies intending to learn Violin play- 


ing. A few more pupils desired. Term begins 


TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 6, 4 P.M. 


For terms and particulars inquire at 


CLAXTON’S MUSIC STORE 


- Toronto Conservatory of Music 


Hon. G. W, Allan, President 
OVER 600 PUPILS FIRST SEASON 


50 TEACHERS bee rd all departments of Music 
‘ , a tauyht from beginning to graduation, 
including piano, vocal art, or an, violin, sighi-singing, harmony, 
etc,; also elocution. Certificates and Diplomas, 
Tuition, $5 and upwards per term. Both class and private 
instructien. Pupils may enter at any date and are on! charged 
Seine, Board and room provided. FREE A 
NTAGSS8S: E ementary harmony and violi» instruction, 
lectures, concerts, recitals,etc. Calendar giving i ion 
mailed on application. 
There being private schools beasing names sorewhat similar, 
ft is particularly requested that all correspondence for the 
atory be addressed 


EDWARD FISHER, Director 
Cor, Yonge Street and Wilton Ave. TORONTO, 


ONTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 


142 Carlton Street Opposite the Gardens 


This is a Private School, patronized by the best 
families in the city. The principal teacher who has had 
charge of the school for the past four years is a German, 
educated in hi« native country, and has had thirty years 
experience as a teacher of music in the United States ard 
Canada, Mechanical playing of scales and exercises retards 
the intellectual part of Piano instructior, whieh is the foun- 
da‘ion of a thorough and lasting education. By our method 
we overcome this difficulty without sacrificing technical 
proficiency. Thorough work guaranteed from the lowest 
to the highest grade Private instruction at pupil’s resi- 
denceif preferred. Forinformation address the Principal, 
Cc. FARRINGER. 


fuilinformati 


Toronto 
° ollege 

Thorough instruct- 
pole ever pot gy i 
of Music, Vocal, In- 
strumenta! and The oF Music 
oretical, b aes 
eels Ves ee and Orchestral and 
eachers. Large 3- 
maneal Pine lg Organ Schcol 
and capacious Music Hall. Students of Orchestral Instruments 
have the special advantage of practical experience in an orchestra 
ot sixty performers, Vocal Students take part in a re chorus, 
gaining experience in Oratorio and classical works, ll courses 
thr ly practical, whether for professional or amateur students. 
All Students particip te FREE in concerts and lectures on har- 
mony, acoustics and all other subjects necessary to a proper mu- 


t 
sical education. TERMS:—Class or private tuition, $5 to $30. 
¥. H. Torrington, Director, 12-14 Pembroke St., TORONTO 


PROF. THOMAS’ 


ACADEMY, 77 PETER STREET. 


Prof. Thomas taught the ‘‘ Court Minuet” 
danced at the ‘Art Fair.” Also the 
**National Dances” at the Exhibition. 





Pupils registering before Nov. 1st will be taught society 
ces in classes, as follows : 
GOI a6 5: i005 450 chs 6046 cesees 
Ladies’ and Children.............- 


= Detroit, Polka Dot Waltz and Duchess taught cor- 
rectly. 


PRIVATE €CHOOL FOR BOYS 


Ontario Academy, 47 Phosbe Street 


Careful tuition and training for commercial life or the 
various professions. 
Private tuition for students in the evening. Send for 
R. W. DILLON, 


pr ospectus. , 2 “. 
Principal. 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 
FOR JUNIOR BOYS 


137 Simcoe Street, Toronto 
EsTaBLisuep 1866, W. Ma@iuL, PRincirPaL 


This well-known preparatory school is now open to receive 
pupils ao heretofore. Send for p 8. 


TORONTO BUSINESS COLLEGE 


L>rgest, most complete and most practical Business 
College ano Shorthand Institutue im Carada. Faculty un 
surpassed. Our mode of instruction unequaled. Day and 
Eve ning Sessions for Ladies and Gentlemen. Send at once 
for new circular. 


COR. YONGE AND SHUTER S8TS., TORONTO 
Stecation| 0 Nery oom to the success 
BUSINESS cesses ee entzemesremae 


Thereis no knowledge more useful than 
sien orgs SHORTHAND 
ly gro tor shorthanders. 
full 
WRITE trteeitety Sassi containing fol per 
A ANADIAN BUSINESS UNIVERSITY 


LIBRARY BUILDING, TORONTO 


PuBLIO 
THOS. BENGOUGH, On agoce 

















A FEW CHRISTMAS NOVELTIES. 
Sketched at the Allan Furniture Co,.’s Show Room, 5 King Street East. 








Bronze Medal 1884.—GOLD MEDALIST,—Gold Medal 1885 


OSTRICH FEATHER DYER 


The most reliable place in the City to have Broken and 
Defective Feathers Re-maae into Handsome Feathers, Pom- 
Poms, Aigrettes and Mounts. Feathers Shaded or Dyed in 
the Late t French Styles and Colors, 

J. W. A. BUTLER, 80 Bay Street (west side, near 
Wellington) Toronto. 


THE MISSES PLUMMER 


MODISTES 


Evening Dresses a Specialty. Charges Moderate 
14 CHARLES STRRET 


French Millinery Emporium 
63 KING STREET WEST (First Floor) 


After September 25 we will show to the ladies of Toronto 
the very latest and most attractive fall and winter importa- 
tions in pattern hats, bonnets and novelties. MIRS. A. 
BLACK (Manager), formerly No. 1 Rossin House Block. 


——_ 


DRESSMAKERS’ N EW 


; TAILOR SYSTEM OF 
avele ME ASURE- 
NT, (late Pref. Moody’s). 
rafts direct without paper 
patterns. J.& A.CARTBE, 
‘ractical Dressmakers aad 
_ tillinerg, 372 Yeage street, 
Teronte. 
Agents wanted. 


——_ 


<HOMAS MOFFATT 


FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 
A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 


185 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
THIRD DOOR NOKTH OF ALBERT HALL. 


DOWN! DOWN! DOWN! 


OUR PRICES ARE 








Ladies’ K'd Lan Button - - $2.00 

Ladies’ Oil Pebble Button - 1.00 

Ladles’ Kid Slip rs - . . 75 
ese are hand turned. 


Gent's Velvet Slippers - - 75 
ra, Tie or Everette. 
"2.00 


In 
Gent’s Seamless Wastes Calf Bals. - 


THE BIG 88 SHOE STORE 


J. W. MCADAM 
Telephone 1756 88 Queen Street West 








The Home Savings & Lean Co. Ltd. | W. C. MURRAY 


OFFICE: 72 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 
$500 coo to loan on Mortgage—small and Jarge 
’ sums. Reasonable rates of interest 
and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 


HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President. Manager. 


JOHN BLAND! 


108 YONGE STREET 








FASHIONABLE TAILOR 
279 YONGE STREET 


FIRST-CLASS FIT AND FINiwH TO ALL 
OUR WORK 


RITCHIE, BARRETT & C0. 


Hine Merchant Tailoring |ReAL ESTATE BROKERS 


CHOICE GOODS 
RIGHT PRICES 
CORRECT STYLES 


GENTLEMEN'S FALL STYLES 
J. W. Cheeseworth 


The King Street Tailor 


Has just opened up a magnificent assortment of New Goods 

for the coming season’s trade. Among them will be found 

everything that a gentleman requires. His stock afforde 
one of the 


Largest Assortments in the Dominion 


Parties desirous of getting the correct thing in dress 
should call and see his stock and styles at 10@ King street 
west. Mr. Cheeseworth personally superintends the cutting 


department. 
201 

201 is the Number of Platts, the Tailor 

201 is the Place for Coats 

201 is the Place for Suitings 

201 is the Place for Pantings 

201 is the Place to be well suited 
PLATTS, The Tailor 


201 YONGE STREET 


FRANK McLAUGHLIN 
Fine Tailoring, 319 Yonge Street 





15 YONGE STREET ARCADE 


Several mansions and handsome residence properties for 
sale. Those desiring to make a home in Toronto should 
communicate with us. Telephone 1362. 


SUMMER WOOD 
Cut and split $2.25 per load. Kindling five crates §1. 
R. TRUAX, 66 ADELAIDE ST. WEST 


B. McBRIDE 
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR &c. 
Room C., 16 Victeria street, Toronto. 
Money to loan. 


MEDLAND' & JONES 


Agenta Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 


Telephone No. 1067. Offices—Equity Chambers, cor. Vic- 
toria and Adelaide Sts., and 37 Adelaide St. Bast, Tonerxto. 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Oral or Written. 
MES, MENDON, 236 McCaul Street. 


D. GRANT & Co. 
167 Yonge Street 


Have opened to-day a fresh shipment of desirable dress 
seule. Splendid qualities colorings. These are 


First Class Goods 


and scarce in the market. 


New Mantles and Mantle Cloths 


Direct Importations. Unsurpassed value. A large 
invoice of 


CHILDRENS’ MANTLES AND ULSTERS 
Good patterns. Selling very cheap. 


D. GRANT & CO., 167 Yonge St. 








Four Good Songs | 


BIONDINA, ®%+ Cottam, | cn 
Two Children, %s"44 


A. &. Behrend—500. 


The Quaker’s Daughter, 


C, E flat and F. M. Watson—50e 


Watching Alone, B flat, C and D. 


M. Piccolomini—6ee 


EDWIN ASHDOWN 


89 Yonge Street, Toronto. 








GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Pointe in 


CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 
Cars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 

For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 
apply at the city ticket offices. 

_ P. J SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Torento. 

Telephone Nos. 434 and 4365. 


ANCHOR LINE 


ATLANTIC EXPRESS SERVICE 


Liverpool via Queenstown 
SS. City of Rome Sails from New York 
September 5 and October 3. 


GLASGOW SERVICE 


Steamers every Saturday to Glasgow and 
Londonderry. 








- For Rates, Plans and all information, apply te 


M. D. Murdoch & Co. 


AGENTS, 69 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


The Cunard S.S. Line 


in patronised by Toronto's 
BEST SOcIETY 
Noted for Safety, Elegance and Speed 


A. F. WEBSTER 
Sole Agent 66 Yenge St 





McCAUSLAND & SONS 
SUPERIOR 


STAINED GLASS ano WALL 
PAPER 


72 TO 76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 


TELEPHONE 1112 


Dominion Stained Glass Co. 
77 RICHMOND STREET WEST 


Memorial Windows and every description of Church and 
Domestic Art Glass, including 


Wheel-Cut, Sand-Cut, Embossed, Bent Glass 
and Bevelled Plate 


Also new and elegant designs in Bevelled, Engraved and 
Silvered Plate for mantles. 


Designs and estimates on application. Telephone 1470. 


MRS. E. BOYDEN 
PROFESSIONAL AND LADIES’ NURSE 


3 Oak Terrace, Oak Street 


LADIES’ BOOTS 


FALL WEAR 


In Waukenfast, Common Sense, and 
other shapes, 1n which are combined 
style, comfort and durability 


te ‘. Our Own Make 
Cie and Imported 


79 KING ST. EAST 
H. & C. Blatchford 


NEW, BLEGANT AND POPULAR 


American Boots and Shoes 
EVENING SLIPPERS 


Ia all Varieties, Sizes 
and Widths now on 
hand. 








“2°39 ary 
68 P Ls 





New Remedy 
Chapped Hands 


Alisrke = 
LEM 


IT DRIES INSTANTLY 
IT WHITENS THE SKIN 
Price, 25 can ts 


MADE BY 


Stuart W, Johnston, Toronto 
’ BOLD BY ALL D2UGGISTS 
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TORONTO SATURDAY 


A BAD MAN'S SWEETHEART. 





BY EDMUND 


E. SHEPPARD, 


Author of “The Farmin' Editor's Sketches,” ** Dolly,” ‘* Widower Jones,” etc. 


CHAPTER XII. 
A SOMEWHAT UNCERTAIN REFORMATION. 


The rebuffs which Miss Browning had given 
Mr. Tully had no other etfect than to make him 
determine upon her conquest. He may have 
thought her possessed of ideas highly antago- 
nistic to his own, but with the cheerful egotism 
which was one of his chief characteristics, he 
ascribed their existence to an ignorance of the 
world and the proper methods of enjoying life. 
It is doubtful if he ever considered them in any 
more serious light than Fy ay eo very de- 
sirable in a wife, but exceedingly inconvenient 
as rules by which he might by any chance have 
to guide his own life. Of course he never en- 
tertained the idea of accepting her ideal, and it 
would be but fair to give him credit with not pro- 
posing to persuade her to adopt his own elastic 
and selfish standard of right. He imagined, as 
many men do, tbat it is unnecessary for a hus- 
band and wife to have the same rule of conduct. 
When he thought the matter over, he decided 
that it would be supremely comfortable to have 
a wife in whom he could trust, and one can 
imagine him indulging in these reflections with 
a grein as he — how little he could be 
trusted himself. 

“It is a different matter,” he argued, ‘‘when 
you come to apply such things to a man, A 
woman is really the head and fountain of 
family honor. If she is all right, there is no 
stigma cast upon the children, and any little 
eccentricities on the part of the husband are 
overlooked by society. 

Undoubtedly he meant to be kind to her—it 
never entered his mind that he could not win 
her—he knew ic was his habit to be kind to 
evervbody as far as he could without injuring 
himself, but he was resolved on no sacritice 
and had determined on the abandonment of no 
pleasure or vice, nor had any impulse of reforma- 
tion stirred within tim except such as in out- 
ward seeming would make hiin attractive to 
the woman he thought he loved. If it had 
been made apparent to him that he must 
choose between her and a life of selfish indulg- 
ence and whatever his passions or weak nature 
suggested, at this period in his history, Stephen 
Tuily would have abandoned all desire to be- 
come the husband of Dell Browning. 

Something had been accomplished, however, 
towards his moral improvement when he de- 
cided that it would be necessary to assume a 
different attitude when in the presence of the 
woman he had determined to win. He. felt 
thas it would destroy his chances, unless by 
easy stages he abandoned the role of scoffer 
and cynic, and understanding that the most 
subtle flattery is offered by the one who appar- 
ently yields to the power or persuasion of an- 
other, he resolved to gradually become converted 
to the ideas and prejudices of the little Puritan 
of whom he was enamored. Possibly it would 
be necessary during this process to broaden 
her mind by frequent expositions of his own 
easy ideas, and while he might appear to 
forsake them, he imagined they would have 
more or less impression upon her and would 
tend to make her more lenient in her judg 
ment of him. . 


These reflections passed through the mind | 


of the handsome Mr. Tully as he was giving the 
tinishing touches to his toilet before making a 
ca'l on the one, outside of himself, most con- 
cerned. As he surveyed himself in the glass he 
was forced to admit that he was pleasant to 
look upon, and it struck him as absurd that 
any women should object to so comel 
simply because he was not possessed of any 
fixed principles or addicted to the prac'ice of 
stern virtues. He had inserted that advertise- 
ment for a new bookkeeper in the evening 
papers, and fe!t confideut that he was now rid, 


not only of his engagement to Cora Burnham, | 


but would no longer be troubled by her very 
s°if-assertive presence. 

“A man has only to wait,” he laughed to 
himself, ** and all his letters will answer them 
selves and his troubles and embarrassments 


will of necessity take flight because they can’t | 


afford to linger any longer. By Jove, I have 


had a hard siege of it lareiy, but everything has | 
cleared away, and to-night I am going upto see | 


the prettiest and richest girl in Toronto with a 
good chance of marrying her. Alli the little 
mistakes of the past have been carefully folded 
up and put away where no one cau 
them, and [ am just as well off as if I had 
never made a blunder. I always was a lucky 
fellow!” 

He smiled as he stroked his mustache, and 
looked aporoving!y at the reflection in the 
giass. ‘“‘If 1 could only persuade myself to 
travel with a little better crowd I believe the 


opportunities of having a good time would be | 


increased, and I wouldn't be taking half the 
chances of getting into the troubles which have 
beset me. QO. yes, my pretty Asphodel, I am a 
reformed man, and IJ intend to walk uprightly 
—in your sight at least—and to lead a different 
life as far as you wili ever hear of it.” 

He had buttoned his overcoat and his gloves, 
and still stood before the tall glass brushing his 
glossy hat with a silk handkerchief, and ad- 
miring the handsome gentleman so well dis- 

layed in the mirror. 

imself. ‘* Farewell, old friend Hyde, from 
this time forward I assume the roll of Dr. 
Jekyll, snd if I am obliged to cut your acquain- 
tance for the time being, recollect that 1 am 
forced by circumstances to be utterly respect- | 
able. Later on, old fellow,” he cried, with a 
merry laugh at his own conceit, ** we'll meet 
azain. Perhaps not at Philippi, but where | 
these moral restrictions will not be enforced.” | 
He reached up to turn down the gas, but did it 


siowly; it suited his whim to see the 
figure in the mirror fade slowly away. 
“That is the way I will work it,” 


he thought to himself, ‘‘not too fast, or else | 
she may think my conversion too sud/ien, but | 
with an occasional glimpse of my old self, like | 
this,” and he turned on the gas again, making 
the smiling i nage in the giass as prominent as | 
before, *‘then more quickly down again until 
only a shadow of the old rascal can be seen.” 
The ligat was now turned very low. 

He teit in his pockets. **‘ By Jove,I have left 
my cigar-case.“ Again he turned up the light, | 
and his callous and good-natured smile was 


again reflected. ‘* Yes, my boy, I guess | 
whenever [I want anything Ill turn on} 
the old Tully again full glare. No! I won't 


smoke on the way up,” he continued reflective. | 
hy; “it might be objectionable to Saint Brown.- | 
ing. I will burn a weed on the way back. 
Self-sacrifice, my lad! May as well begin now! 
It will be the sooner over!” 

This blissfal frame of mind lasted until he 
arrived at the gate of No. 25 Mowburn street. 
At that point a change was wrought by the 
sound of a harp and piano accompanying the 
rich, sympathetic voice of a man who was sing- 
ing one of Moody and Sankey’s most popular | 
hymns. 

‘Lord bleas my soul,” ejaculated Tully, | 
“that beggar Stryde is here ahead of me! I 
suppose he has attuned the mind of the gentle 
Browning to a key of such high spiritualiry 
that Iam afraid I won't be able to join in the 
chorus to-night with any effect.” 

When he was admitted he had to confess to | 
himself that he felt somewhat rattled in his 
programme, and it ended by his appearance in 
the arawing-room as the same debonuir Tully 
who had smiled at himself in the glass. 

“Ah, Miss Browning, you are looking re- 
markably well to-night. Music seems to ex 
hilarate you and bring a spirituelle brightness 
to your face.” He began his remarks with his 
a@sual fluent cheertuiness, but the look she gave 
him, and her cold reply, made him stumble a 
little in the last few words. 

“What an wiexpected pleasure,” heexclaimed 
with genuine iality as he shook hands with 
Mies Weatrice McKinley, a jolly little soul 
known to all her friends by no other name than 


a@ man | 


reach | 
| Mr. Tully,” exclaimed Dell, with considerable 


He took off his hat to | 


| to a kinder tone, 
| convince even us ‘self-righteous’ people that 


| confusion, 


Bee. ‘‘ When did the honey-bee fly back from 
her seaside conquests?” 

““Nearly a Week ago, Mr. Tully,” answered 
Bee, with that charming vivacity of face, voice 
and manner which enables the possessor to 
enliven a whole company and almost dispel the 
gloom of a fogay day. ‘* Nearly a whole week, 
and you haven't called or even said you were 
soiry you couldn’t, and now, you daring im- 
postor, you are trying to mab 
didn’t know I was home.” 

‘* But I really didn’t. If I had known the 
queen bee bad returned to the hive, I at once 
would have hastened to do homage to her, even 
at the risk of being stung as I have been be- 
fore. Good evening. Stryde! I stood at the 
door for quite a little while listening to 
your song, and I was so impressed I thought it 
would be almost sacrilege to pull the bell until 
it was over. Do you know, Miss Bee, I think 
Stryde is the only one who can sing a religious 
solo and make me feel it. When he sings and 
that happy smile lights up his face I feel that 
I would content with no other accomplish 
ment if I had either the power of the smile or 
the song.” 

Stryde’s honest face flushed. Nothing was 
so distasteful to him as —. * You 

ly,” he answer- 
| 


e believe you 


are too flattering, Mr. Tu 
ed, curtly. 

“That is right, Mr. Stryde. Don’t accept 
any of his blandishmen‘s,” cried Bee. ‘* He 
isn't an artist in flattery or he wouldn't try to 
lay it on with a whitewash brush. You know, 
Mr. Tully, you really do put it on too thick! 

?. a case, because I really feel 
an uplifting when he sings, and if any one put 
their fingers under my heels and just gave me 
ever so tiny a little lift, I think I could fly, I 
feel so heavenly. I really do, Mr. Tully. 
Don’t laugh! Tkat is what spoils you, that 
mean way you have of smiling away people’s 
enthusiasm !” 

“TI believe it bas been remarked,” answered 
Tully, ‘“‘that if one smiles he can be at least 
sure of company, while if he weeps he is 
apt todo itin dismal solitude—and you know 
that I am averse to tears and solitude. Don't 
you think, Miss Browning. that Bee does me 
an injustice as to the quality and intention of 
my smile?” 

**No, on the contrary, I think she has ex- 
pressed your most noticeable, I may say most 
offensive, peculiarity,” answered Dell, promptly. 
‘““As you have the habis of saying that Iam 
your caudid friend, I must confess that noth- 
ing dissipates my enthusiasm, or good humor 
even, 80 quickly as that cheerfully condescend- 
ing smile of yours, by which you seem to ex- 
press a serene forgiveness of all the mortals 
who are not created with enough egotism to be 
a Stephen Tully.” 

**I suppose you will be glad to know, Miss 
Browning,” retorted Tully, “that you nave 
really succeeded in wounding me. Business 
and professional men have to be pachydermatous 
or else the arrows of outrageous fortune would 
| be continuously sticking in us where they 
; would do the most hurting. If I have cultivated 
| a serenely egotistical manner, as you call it, it 
| has been to shield myself from these things, 
and so acute an observer of human nature as 
you are should know that the people who 
always go about armed with frigid hauteur or 
smiling aggressiveness are almost always the 
most sensitive to unkindness or sarcasm, and 
try to ward it off by even an objectionable 
| manner, rather than suffer it.” 

‘But, Mr, Tully, there is another class who 
assume these aggressive airs : those who have 
reason toexpect attack because their conduct 
has been such as to deserve it.” 

Bee McKinley had been the witness of a 
good many of these fencing matches, and the 
gzood-natured litrle soul disliked them very 
much. ‘ Why, Dell,” she exclaimed, ‘* you are 
candid if you are classifying our gay Mr. Tully 
as one going about armed with a smile so as to 
escape arrest, as it were, for his misdemeanors. 
But do you know, Mr.Tully—now I think of it— 
you would make a very picturesque desperado 
1f you only wore a slouch hat, high boots and a 
couple of big pistols. One could picture yuu as 
quite a brigand.”’ 

‘*Miss Browning seems determined to force 
me into some such role,” answered Tully, de- 
jectedly. 

“*Tnat remark is quite characteristic of you, 


Not in 





| 
1 
| 
| 


warmth. ‘ You always want to lay the blame 
of your misconduct on somebody else. If we 
accepted your estimate of your virtues you 
would have been canonized as a saint long ago, 
had it not been for the wicked world who have 
forced you to do wicked things.” 

**But I don’t admit, Miss Browning, that I 
have done ‘wicked things’—that is, not 
wickeder than can be charged to the majority 
of people.” 

*“O, of course, Mr. Tully! You are fortunate 
in having a lenient judge when you appeal to 
yourse!f for mercy, but there is a possibility 
you know, of having such a good opinion of 
one’s self that it sanctities everything that one 
do<s as right.” 

* IT haven't at least fallen to that depth of un- 
saved egotism, for this very day, not an hour 
ago. I was examining myself and had resolved 
that I was anything but what I ought to be,” 
answered Tuily, his face reddening as he 
thought of how exactly otherwise his thoughts 
had been. ‘I really think, Stryde, lots of men 


| are driven into evil courses, or at least are 
forced to follow in them, by the very spirit 


Miss Browning manifests. Our total depravity 
is assumed, and our best i npulses are misrepre- 
sented as being eitheregotistical or hypocritical, 
and what can we do?” 

“*T admit,” answered Stryde slowly, and with 
a@ queer scrutiny of Mr. Tuliy’s face, ** that such 
a thing is possible, but I must say I never 
before to-night heard you plead for a more 
lenient judgment. I really thought you took 


; a pride in being considered careless of public 


opinion and the restraints which so many of us 
esteem desirable.” 

“* There!” exclaimed Tully betraying an agi- 
tation which was perhaps caused by his attempt 
at the role of a penitent, ‘* you are another proof 
of what I said. Don't you think there is a 
danger of self-righteousness in those whose 
lives are perhaps more exemplary than mine— 
even in the beautiful life of Miss Browning?’ 

Dell Browning's arm was resting on the old 
harp of which she was so fond, and the odd turn 
the conversation had taken, particularly Mr. 
Tuily’s extraordinary demeanor, influenced her 
‘It isn’t hard, Mr. Tully, to 


you are anxious for better things. You cannot 
accuse the Saviour of self righteousness and 
yet he told us ‘ that by their fruits shall ye know 
them.’” 

‘* Would it be too much to ask you, Mias 
Browning, to state,” inquired Tully in guilty 
“‘by what particularly obnoxious 
fruit you and Stryde have been judging me?” 

The audacity of the question rather staggered 
them both. The prevalent rumors regarding 
Mr. Tully were not of such a nature as to per- 
mit them to formulate any direct charge. The 
blash which suffused Dell’s fave brought Stryde 
hurriedly to her rescue. 

* Really, Mr. Tully.” he answered with a 
somewhat strained laugh, ‘‘ you should hardly 
consider us under cross-examination. The 
habi's you have acquired of confusing a witness 
and endeavoring to make him say things which 
he feels ought not to be said, is hardly one 
which wili meet with approval in the social 
circle.” 

This was by no means what Stride set out to 
say, but the candid directness of the man made 
it impossible. with Tully's notorious profligacy 
in his mind, to say anything else, even though 
he knew the impoliteness of his very suggest- 
ive words might be open to the charge of being 
spiteful. 








Though the same sentiments were in Miss 
Browning's mind, the superiority of a woman's 
tact saved her from making the mistake of 
uttering them, and Mr. Stryde fe'l several 
degrees in her estimation by his blundering 
honesty, and it must be admitted that she 
felt he had been spiteful, even though she 
knew spitefulness to be the very opposite of 
his character. ‘You must now,” said 
she, “that instead of trying to conceal your 
views of life, you have always been ready—yes, 
over-anxious, to assert them. It one cannot, 
without being accused of self-righteousness 
judge of a man's views by his own words, i 
don't know what just way there is of forming 
an estimate of any one.”*« 

Little Bee McKinley’s kind heart had been 


touched by the evident desperation of Tully’s 
defence, and, in an endeavor to change the con- 
versation, she jumped from her seat with the 
*O, really, Dell, you 
We all know he 
says oceans of things he doesn’t mean just for 


laughing exclamation 
are too hard on Mr. Tully. 


the sake of hearing himself talk and of watch- 
ing the effect ou us poor unsophisticated 


yuungsters who have to pretend: to be so 


much shocked in order to prevent being sus- 
pected of knowing too much. Come on, Mr. 
Tully, show the sincerity of your reformation 
by singing a hymn. Dell an 
accompaniment for you.” 


Tully was unused to'thissort of singing,though 
his deep and powerful voice had stirred many 
a social gathering with patriotic and humorous 
songs, and his voice without any other accom- 
plishtnent would have made him a welcome 
guest at banquets and jollities of all sorts, a 
an 
Nine, and had been deeply impressed in his 
evanescent sort of way, and in a spirit of ri- 
ad mem- 
orized the words and proved to his companions 
that he could be effective as a singing evange- 
list if he tried. He picked up the book on the 
piano and running his fingers through the 


had once heard Saukey sing The Ninet 


valry, rather than anything else, 


leaves, he came across the solitary piece with 


which he was acquainted, though he didn't 


confess to having made a specialty of it. 
* You know the air, don’t you, Bee? I 
heard Sankey sing this once, and if you will let 


me nave the book I'l! endeavor to give you it as 
You know he is 


the great evangelist gave ir, 


I will play the 


NIGHT, 


the question to say that a gl should be neat, 
both in her attire and in h rson; that her 
hands should be clean, he fnger nails well 
trimmed, her hair properly afranged, her teeth 
clean and white, and her tkeath sweet. She 
should have no bad habits, jot even the habit 
of gum-chewing, and she should be a lady in 
all that the word implies. 

The girl! amanuensis neednever be a nuis- 
ance; but, on the other hang she should make 
herself as welcome and desfable in her busi- 
nexs as she is in her home. fo do this she has 
only to be helpful, and to helpful is not to 
be unpleasantly aggressive) nor to be over 
anxious and fidgety. Leastiof all is it to be 

ervading and effusive—to “‘ stand around ” 
ike a super-serviceable a in the circus, 
seeming to do everything, Vhile ‘really doing 
nothing. Repose is the qudity best fitted to 
the girl amanuensis, or to he girl-anything; 
repose of manner that so wd befits softness of 
speech and quietness and efftiency of action. 

The young lady who speiks in a high key 
and with aloud voice, whoslams doors after 
her and advertises her coning and going by 
the ringing of bells or the bhwing of whistles, 
might pass for a weak imitséion of a locomo- 
tive, but she would in no wise impress one as 
being a good office companion or an effective 
worker. The best work is hat which is done 
with the clearest understandng and the least 
fuss. To do things withott seeming to do 
them, and to attract attenton through things 
accomplished rather than thiugh the mechan- 
ism by which they are aciomplished is the 
secret of acceptableness, 

The presence of the girl gmmanuensis should 
be felt rather than observa; and wheb, for 
avy cause, she is absent fran her post, those 
whom she serves should miss her, not from the 
greater quiet that has come to them, but from 
a realizing sense that something sweet and 
pleasant has dropped out of their routine, that 
the office is more gloomy and less attractive 
= a somehow things don't go on as they 
should. 





A Suggestion to the '‘ Finest.” 





not much given to sticking to the music as it 
is written, and if you will endeavor to follow 
me rather than play it correctly, it will assist 
my performance considerably.” 

He sang it with a feeling and expression 
new toall his auditors. The stirring movement 
of pity, sacrifice and, finally, joy, were inter- 
preted with an intensity of which none of them 
had believed Tully capable. As he finished 
Stryde sprang up and grasped him by the hand. 
Tully,” he exclaimed, scarcely able to restrain 
his tears, ‘“‘ you can't be a bad man and sing 
that hymn as you do. Forgive me for what I 
said. The moment it was uttered I recognized 
that it contained an innuendo which no man 













should cast upon another.” 
“Stephen Tully!” cried Bee, swinging around 


on tne piano stool, ‘“‘Il’m in love with you! 
One more song like that and I would be capable 


of almost any demonstration of idiocy. feel 
on the verge of publicly kissing you right now, 


but mamma has made me promise that [ won't 
kiss anybody for fear if I once begin I 1] kiss 
everybody. If it will assist you in appreciating 
my sentiments I'm willing to squeeze your 


hand or look unutterable things as far as my 
greenie-bro wnie eyes wi!l express emotion, or 


anything beyond a tendency there is in our 


family to go crazy! Dell, say something pretty 
or I'li think you like Mr. Tully so weil you 
have to make believe you hate him!” 

“Mr. Tully doesn’t need to be told he is a 
good singer,” observed Dell. without a sign of 


enthusiasm, “but his rendition of that song 


was” —she paused for a word—" perfect.” 

“Tully,” exclaimed Stryde in a tit of unusual 
enthusiasm, ‘‘ would you mind singing that at 
our ‘Gospel Rally’ Friday night in the 
Pavilion?” 

This inquiry by its inappropriate spontaneity 
struck Bee and Tully cold with astonishment, 
but Dell, seeming to think it a good test 
of Tully's sincerity,warmly urged him to accept. 

* Certainly! I wouldn't have the slightest 
objection!” Tully answered, with a cheerful 
alacrity which by no means reflected the con- 
flicting emotions surging within him. The 
thought of the jokes and jeers with which his 
companions would greet him almost stopped 
the beating of his heart, but this opportunity 
of convincing Miss Browning of his sincerity 
could not be lost, and he determined to cross 
the Rubicon at once, vo matter what 
came of it. With a_ sickening feeling 
of dread and disgust he arranged the details 
with Mr. S'ryde and after sone fragmentary 
conversation started forhis apartments finding 
but little consolation in the friendly hand-clasp 
which he received from Dell when she said 
good-night. 

When he lit the gas in his room he found no 
comfort in the mirror. ‘‘ Steve Tully,” he mut- 
tered, as he gazed at the handsome figure 
reflected in the glass, ‘“‘you have at 
last become an_ infernal scounirel. Even 
Killick would blush to do what you have 
promised to. I would refuse even yet but 
no excuse would satisfy Dell. Be taken sick ! 
oh, no,” he groaned, ‘*that would but prove 
mea hvpocrite! I’tl do it if it kills me.” 

Mr. Tully's conversion had at least reached 
the point where he began to appreciate his own 
falsity. 

(To be Continued, ) 





Ladies’ Restaurants. 


It is becoming more popular every year for 
ladies to lunch at cafes. Thomas’ English Chop 
House is the favorite place in Toronto and is 
largely patronized by ladies and _ theatre 
parties. It is strictly first-class; ladies’ en- 
trance, reception and dressing rooms. 


— — = ——_—_—__-—— 





A Shop Lifter 





The Girl Amanuensis. 


To be an acceptable amanuensis, says the 
Phonographic World, you \iwust (1). be an ex- 
pert writer of shorthan; (2). an expert operator 
on the typewriter; (3), a fair penman; (4), a 


ood English scholar, and (5), a good girl. Per- 
1aps you think the last requirement the easiest, 
and so it is—to a good girl. But to bea good 
irl in the sense I mean is something more than 
Seles good-natured, obliging, truth.loving or 
even faithful. All these you must be, but be 
yond them you must be a per-on whose pres- 
ence as well as whose work is desirable. In 
homely phrase, you must be just that kind of a 
girl whom people like to ** have around.” There 
is no objection to poe being prettv—if you 
can’t help it; but if you should happen to be 
retty, don’t presume on your good looks, nor 
magine that they will, in any way, atone for 
your shortcomings. A sweet smile from a 
right face delights any man of sense; but. if 
there is nothing behind it, it does not go far. 

It is every girl's privilege—it ought never to 
he sp-ken of as a duty—to dress becomingly. 
The girl amanuensis is dressed becomingly 
when she is dressed appropriately to her busi- 
neas ; and to be thus dressed need not detract a 
single charm from her Joveliness—in fact, it 
will only add to her loveliness. It is begging 





Hil pwi 
They are neat and unsuspicious looking, and 
may be carried with impunity. 





But they are also very useful and obviate the 
danger always attendant on working the side 
door of saloons. (Patent applied for.)—Judge. 


Keep Your Subscribers Sane 


Poet—I think if you would publish my poems 
you would find that many of your readers 
would appreciate them after they became 
accustomed to my style. 

Flinty-hearted editor—Possibly, possibly ; but 
ro must bear in mind that by the time they 

ad become accustomed to your style they 
would no longer be available as subscribers. 
Inmates of idiot asylums are not allowed to 
read the papers, you know.” 











Appropriate. 
Miss Ethel—Why, you are only in half-mourn- 
ing! Didn't your brother die last week?” 
Miss Clara— Yes ; but you know he was only 
my half-brother. 


-_-- -—-----—— 


As to Monarchs. 


Father—Now, my son, in a government what 
is the source of power? 

Young America (promptly) —The King. 

Father—Sut in a country like ours, what is 
even more powerful than a king? 

Young America (triumphantly)—Four kings 
and an ace! 





The Same Words. 


**T wish I could sell all I write,” remarked a 


certain author to a lady. 
“There are those,” replied his companion, 


sweetly, ‘‘who ray you can't write all you’ 


sell.” 








He Kept Right On. 

Doctor (passing a stonecutter’s yard)—Good 
morning, Mr. Jones. Hard at work, I see. I 
suppose you finish your gravestones as fat as 
**In Memory of” and then wait for some one to 
die, eh? 

Stonecutter—Why, yes—unless somebody’s 
sick and you're doctoring ‘em; then I keep 
right on. 





-_ 


A Bad Investment. 


Solomon Levi--Vot vos der matter, Isaac? 
You looks down in der mouth. 

Isaac—l vas the victim of a terrible act of 
injustice, Sulomon. An Irishman comes into 
my clodings-store and trades me a $25 parrot 
for a suit of clothes. De clothes costs me 95 
cents. I hangs de parrot out by de door and 

retty soon along comes an Irish procession. 
Be parrot shouts “Shoot the pope!” Ah! dis 
was a crue] world, Solomon. 

Solomon Levi— Yer, Teaac, it was. 

Isaac—S'help me 'f it didn't cost me a hund.- 


red tollars to get a new front put in miue 
store, 











40 years’ record of honorable deal- 
ing 


40 years before an intelligent public 
40 years’ loyalty to our patrons 


40 years of liberal and equitable 
methods 


40 years manufacturers and deale's 


SPRAK STRONGER TO YOU THAN ANY WORDS OF OURS 


RS. Williams So 


143 Yonge Street, Toronto 
TELEPHONE 1504 


G. W. TICKELL & C0 


FURNITURE 


FALL STOCK NOW COMPLETE 





SPECIAL ATTENTION I8 CALLED TO OUR 


Upholstered Goods Department 


IN WHICH WE ARB SHOWING A SPLENDID STOCK. 





FURNITURE FOR BEDROOM, DINING- 
ROOM AND HALL. 





JUST IN 


A New Lot of American Rattan Goods 


LATEST DESIGNS 





G. W. TICKELL & CO. 


108 KING STREET WEST 
MBARLY OPPOSIT" RORSIN HOUSE, FEW DOORS RAST 


CYCLORAMA 


Magnificent perspective obtained by the new electric lights 
on the famous 


DATTLE OF SEDAN 


Corner Front and York Streets 








Popular Prices Wednesday & Saturday Evenings 


OPEN DAY AND NIGHT 
GEO. NOBLE, Manager. 


THE CHARLES ROGERS AND SONS (, 


95 and 97 Yonge St. 





The Leading House for Fine Furniture). 


THE 


LATEST DESIGN 


IN BEST WORKMANSHIP. 
LOWEST PRICE 


Comparison Solicited---No Trouble 
to Show Goods. 


THE CHARLES ROGERS & SONS 00 


95 and 97 Yonge St., Toronto. 


XMAS 1888 


Now arriving for holiday trade new designs in 


Plush, Toilet and Faney Boxes 


Leather Dressing and Jewelry Case 
Desks, Stationery Cases, Writing Pads 
Cuffs and Collar Boxes, Hair, Cloth and 
Hat Brushes, Combs, Etc., also a stock 0 
Fancy Baskets and Christmas Hampers 


PRICES RIGHT 
Call and Inepect our Stock 


H. E. CLARKE & Ce 


TRUNK AND BaG MANUFACTURERS 


105 KING STREET WES 
TORONTO 


Steam Laundry 


106 YORK STREET 


LATE 


54 WELLINGTON STREET WEST 


Has removed to their new premise 
erected specially for the Laund 
business, 106 York Street, a fe 
doors north of King Street. 


G. P. SHARPE. 
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His Name was Moses! 


Little Mrs, Farquhar was a widow, and lived 
1 The men at the clubs 
called her Little Mrs, Farquhar, sometimes 
indeed, the little Farquhar woman, though she 
would have been very angry had she been 
Perhaps her large, 
inquiring, wideopen, childlike eyes, and her 
girl:sh slimness gained her the soubriquet, for 
Her graceful 
slenderness was evidently pliantly natural, and 
not due to compression and the corset-maker, 
She had, withal, a pretty self-humbling man- 
ner with men, impressing them thereby with 
the idea that she Jooked up to their superior 
judgment for guidance and’ instruction, and 
was ready on all subjects to trust to their opia- 
ion. With woman, however, she could always 
fear, we must come to the 
conclusion that Mrs. Farquhar was a flirt, an 
expert angler for hearts, accomplished enough 
to exercise considerable skill in playing her 


in a flat ion Belgravia, 


aware of this latter fact. 


in figure she was sufficiently tall. 


hold her own, so, 1 





rable deal. captures. 


he fair widow had only quite recently re- 
turned to England, having spent her one short 


; . year of married happiness, and also the firsc 
igent public lonely time of her widowhood, in India. Her 

heal‘:h failing, change to her native air had 
patrons been prescribe, and after dawdling about from 


one watering-place to another, for the first few 
weeks after her return, an advertisement of 
the desirable residence above mentioned at- 
tracted her attention, Finding, by rare chance, 
tnat the reality bore some slight resemblance 
to the advertised description, she forthwith 
concluded the bargain, and took up her abode 


1 equitable 


and dealers 


onde O68 Otte for the season. 


QW Sor 


L & C0 
JRE 


OMPLETE 


deserved. The elderl 


burst into tears when Mrs, Farquhar, forgetful 


of her companion's diguity, requested her on 


one occasion to shut the door. 


another companion was procured, in the person 
of a young lady of the higher-education-for- 
woman school, This damsel made poor little 
Mrs. Farquhar feel excessively small by telling 
her that she had no power of abstract thought. 
Che little widow had never felt the want of 
any such power hitherto, but now she became 
couscious of a deficiency in her composition, 
and consequently did not feel quite so kindly 
disposed towards this young companion who 
had opened her eyes to her lamentable short- 
comings. 

The thermometer of her affections in that 
quarter sank below zero when, one afternoon, 
on returning from around of visits, she found 
the young lady in the drawing room, entertain- 
ing a posse of her own especial admirers, evi- 
dently very much to their and her own satis- 
faction. 

Next morning the second companion was 
politely requested to cultivate her powers of 
abstract thought and concrete assurance in 
some more congenial sphere, and Mrs, Far- 
oo tired oe to the proprieties at 
the expense of her own dignity and comfort, 
M, DINING- resolved henceforth to live slone. Surely she 

was quite old enough to take care of herself—a 
iL. sentiment she would not like to have heard 
issuing from other lips. But it is very con- 
venient, so netimes, to appeal to one’s age 
in the inmost recesses of oue’s own mind. - 
sides, was not her heart (at least, all of it that 
was not buried in the grave of her lamented 
Ed ward), in the irrevocaole possession of a cer- 
tain arci lery captain, now on his way home 
from India with his regiment? Thirdiy, and 
conclusively, had she nos a companion always 
at hand when needed in the person of a charm- 
ing woman who had just taken the flat im- 
mediately above her own? 

An acquaintance had sprung up by the 
charming woman in question requesting per- 
mission to see Mrs. Farquhar’s room in order 
that she might be able to judge what style 
ot furniture would best suit their size and 
shape. The charming woman had earned her 
title by saying that she could not wish for more 
tastefully-appointed rooms, and if Mrs. Farqu- 
har would not be offended (for was not imita- 
tion the sincerest flattery?) she would like her 
place furnished exactly in the same style, only, 
not to be too slavish an imirator, instead of 
having her dra ving-room decorated in blue and 
po le she would have it fitted up in pink and 
gold. 


TO OUR 


Jepartment 


INDID STOCK. 


attan Goods 


& CO. 


WEST 


new electric lights 


SEDAN 


Streets ‘Blue suits you, Mrs. Farquhar, you are so 
exquisitely fair,’ she murmured wih a longing 
irday Evening # jook in her dreamy eyes, as though to be fair 


constituted the summum bonum of human 
H happiness. ‘‘And I am so dreadfully dark.” 
sHT This with a little self-depreciatory shudder, 


3LE, Manager. that won Mrs. Farquhar’s good will entirely. 
Th QALIC /) It is certainly pleasanter to be called exquis- 
l) SONS (( itely fair than to be taunted with a deficiency 
‘§ of abstract thought power. So if the two 

' ladies chanced to meet in the hall, they always 

pe St. exchanged a friendly greeting. When Mrs. 


Farquhar qubenqmen hy learnt that her 

, neignbor was a fashionable actress at 

0 Furniture a leading London theater, she was rather 

exercised in her mind as to whether 

she ought to continue the acquaintance. Tobe 

sure, she liked the woman, her manners were 

perfect, far more ladylike than those of many a 

society dame of the widow's acquaintance. But 
then, an actress! What would people say ? 

However, after meeting her one evening at 


SIGN 


SHIP. the house of a mutaal and distinguished friend, 
where she found that Mrs. Clavering (for such 
LICK “éf wa; the charming woman's name) was treated 
with the deference shown to an honored guest, 
she flung her scruples to the winds and resolved 
Jo Trouble that she would still continue toextend the hand 


of fellowship to the beautiful actress. Of course 

3. Mrs. Clavering was soon en rapport with the 
troubles of Mrs. Farquhar; her disappoint 

7 ments with regard to her companions, her too 
SONS (\) numerous suitors, her Indian adorer and her 
, buried affections. Mrs. Clavering was not so 
communicative. Beyond the fact that he was 


oronto. still living, she never mentioned her husband, 
Se eee ee and if ever Mrs. Farquhar approached the 
subject, her companions handsome features 
immediately became suffused with such deep 
melancholy, that the little widow was glad to 
designs in turn the conversation into a safer channel, lest 


she should bring down a storm of tears upon 
her devoted nead. Mrs. Farquhar was not 
much given to tears on her own account, and 
she bad a nervous dread of them in others. 
The two ladies were sitting one afternoon 
sipping tea in Mrs. Farquhars rooms, They 
were arrayed in exquisite tea gowns, selected 


cy Boxes 
relry Cases 
riting Pads 


d with an eye to effective contrast with the blue 

r, Cloth an and silver furniture. Mrs. Farquhar, with her 

30 a stock 0 Seeiente ree looked almost moeree in oo 

robes of soft, clinging, creamy stuffs, while 

Ss Hampers Mrs. Clavering, as became her darker beauty, 
was clad in the most gorgeous of fabrics. 

oe HT **You know my Alfred will be here to-mor- 

— row,” said the lively widow, as she poured her- 

Oc: self out a second cup of her favorite orange 

“4 Pekoe. ‘It seems an age since I saw the dear 

4 & C f) fellow. I must introduce him to you at once. 

ad I am sure you will like him.” 
.CTURERS * When is the wedding to bet” asked her 


companion, as she dreamily stirred her tea with 
‘ WwW ES a golden spoon. 
meee **Oh, there is nothing absolutely settled, my 
dear,” said Mrs, Farquhar hastily. ‘‘ He has 
) never actually proposed yet. But he bas given 
me to understand that I am the one woman in 
the world to him, and in his last letter he said 
that he should fly to my nest (that was his 
n Ty charmingly poetical language) as soon as he set 
« foot on shore, 
ET ‘Very saponin, but rather a confusion of 
metaphors,” said Mrs. Clavering. ‘I suppose, 
however, we can overlook metaphorical errors 
wheu the sentiment is aduressed to our beaux 


| WEST a she continued, with her usual far-away 
oonWill aise erith the day af 
i . you dine w me the day after to- 
premise morrow, to meet him, dear?” said the widow. 
Laund **I am afraid not,” replied Mrs, Clavering; 
et, a fe 
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Out of consideration for Mrs, Grundy (a more 
impertant personage in London than in Cal- 
cutta) she engayed a highly respectable, elderly 
lady as a companion ; but this concession to 
the propricties did not meet with the success it 
lady felt her dependent 
position too acutely ; -he talked too constantly of 
the halcyon days when she had been able to 
keep a retinue of servants, and ultimately 


This became at last too utterly depressing, so 










“you see, I shouldjave to disturb the party to 
go to the theatre.” 

“ Ah, well, I sha be at home toa few friends 
after dinner. Woilyou look in when you come 
back ?” 

** Yes, I will do dat, if you wish it. But is 
there any hurry abt the introduction ?” 

‘Oh, yes, I way your opinion of him as a 
parti. eis veryhandsome. very clever, very 
fascinating, I kno, but—” 

‘*Ah, there is .* but,’ then,” said the dark 
beauty, with one c her rare, slow smiles, 

** Yes, there is :very big ‘ but,’ only I shall 
not tell you what; is until you have seen him, 
as I do not wantyou to meet him with any 
adverse prejudice, 

The two adies jhen separated to dress for 
dinner, Mrs. Clasring heaving a little sigh 
and allowing onepeaily tear to roll over her 
long lashes and fdon the ground at her feet, 
as she contraste her own lonely condition 
with her friend’s rdent hopes and fond antici- 
pations. 

Left by herselfMrs, Farquhar did not im- 
mediately ring foher maid, but sat by the fire- 
side, absorbed i) thought. To morrow, her 
handsome admire would be at her feet; soon, 
she would be comelied to decide whether she 
cared for him afficiently to exchange her 
pleasant freedonfor the thraldom of matri- 
mony. He was cttainly very fascinating, very 
gentlemanly, his yes were marvels of melting 
tenderness, and ls mustache was the very per- 
fection of hirsutadornment—but, and the but 
was a very coniderable one—his name was 
Moses! It was ukind of fate to endow so ex- 
quisite an Adoni with such a patronymic. In 
agirl, asurnamds not of such overwhelming 
consequence. Se can long buoy herself up 
with the eternalipringing hope of changing it. 
But a man mustsarry his name from the cradie 
to the grave, anchand it down to posterity. + 

‘“* Mr. Moses’ crriage!” Could she endure to 
hear the terriblewords passed from mouth to 
mouth in stentoian accents? Sitting alone in 
her luxurious litle boudoir, she would tell her- 
self, never; but,surrounded by the glamor of 
his charming prsence, she could not answer 
for the strengthof her resistance. 

He came, he sw, he conquered. 

‘““What’s in ename?” cried Mrs, Farquhar, 
in the words ¢ another love-lorn lady, who 
was also distuved in her mind concerning the 
appellation of br heart's idol. 

“Tis but thyiame that is mine enemy,” she 
might have ada@d, had she known the line, as 
he sat at her coy fireside, or occupied a seat in 
her victoria, poring into her willing ear heart- 
rending stories »f his lonely, desolaie misery, 
since a cruel ta3 had wrenched them asunder. 

All that evenig and the following day, little 
Mrs. Farquhar’ heart beat high in expectation 
of the coming poposal to which she had finally 
made up her mad; the answer should not bea 
very decided rfusa!. If he pressed her very 
much, why shesould not tell—she might. But 
the extraordinry thing was that, far from 
pressing her wry much, he did not even for- 
mulate the expected offer in even the vaguest 
terms. 

Affairs werestill at this deadlock when the 
evening of th dinner party arrived. During 
dinner, Mrs. Farquhar informed Captain 
Moses, who ocupied the seat of honor on her 
right hand, tat among the guests she ex- 

ected at herreception that night was Mrs. 
Ciavering. thecelebrated actress. 

“Have youseen her. Captain Moses?” in- 
quired a jaunt beau of some seventy summers, 
who sat on th: fair widow's lefr. 

“Of course it,” interpolated Mrs, Farquhar. 
‘“*Why, my dar Lord Appeldurcombe, he only 
arrived in Eugand yesterday.” 

Mrs. Farquiar would not have said ‘‘he” if 
her adored on: had been blessed with a more 
euphonious nme, but it was never without an 
inward strugjle that she could bring herself to 
pronounce th: distressiog appellation. But for 
his mustache he .night have passed for a Greek 
god. Fate hid certainly indulged in a most 
cruel, untowid jest. 

**Splendid woman,” continued Lord Appel- 
durcombe. ‘I am delighted to hear that she 
is —- Mss. Farquhar. They tell me she is 
separated fmm her husband. I have long 
wished to kiow her.” 

Whether t was the natural law of cause 
and effect thit the aged nobleman was follow. 
ing up in hisown mind, or whether his speech 
was utterly inconsequent, Mrs. Farquhar did 
not — te irmquire. She was entirely taken up 
by a chivalrois defence of her absent friend. 

“If she be” exclaimed the charming widow, 
looking yet more charming than usual, by 
reason of he flashing eyes, ‘‘the fault must 
rest entirely vith her husband. A man must 
be a Wretch,indeed, who could not agree with 
such an amiable, accomplished woman as Mrs. 
Clavering.” 

So great was her excitement that a capital 
letter conveys but little impression of the ve- 
hemence she expended on the word *‘ wretch.” 

“Mrs Farjahar judges the perfections of 
others by he* own,” said the Greek god with 
the golden moustache, as he bowed low. 

**No indeed,” said the lady blushing. ‘‘ But 
you will both be able to judge for yourself very 
shortly.” 

Mrs. Farqthar's evident penchant for the 
allant Captain was much discussad, sub rosa, 
Seine the evening, and men decided among 
themselves that he was destined to be the lucky 
winner of the matrimonial prize, The ladies 
secretly adored the Greek god, but publicly 
professed to augh at his name. 


About twelve o'clock, accomplished ami- 
ability, robed in clouds of diaphanous 
white, and adorned with a coronal of. 


diamonds, entered the room, prosaically 
announced as Mrs. Clavering. 

* Now,” said Mrs. Farquhar, advancing to 
meet her guest supported on either side by the 
old and the young exquisite, ‘‘ Now you shall 
both confess that [am right. Lord Appeldur- 
combe, allow me to present you to Mrs. Clav- 
ering.” 

The dazzled peer bent as low as his chronic 
rheumatism woul? permit at the shrine of 
Beauty. 

Beauty dropped the stately curtsey, practised 
onty, as a rule, within the precincts of the 
court. 

**Captain Moses,” pursued the triumphant 
widow, ‘ Mrs. Clavering.” 

Beauty did not curtsey this time. She gazed 
fixedly into the fast-blanching face of Adonis. 

“I already have the pleasure of Captain 
Moses’ acquaintance,” she said in her slow, 
melodious accents. ‘* He is my nusband!” 

There was a solemn hush, broken only by a 
few half-suppressed titters. But, spite of the 
terrible dilemma, little Mrs, Farquahar 
supremely rose to the occasion, 

* Tam so happy,” said the brave little woman 
without a tremor in her voice, or the quiver of 
an eyelash, ‘that my little plan has succeeded 
so. well, krew I could only bring 
you two foolish young pecgse together by a 
ruse, and Iam sure you will both be grateful to 
me for the trouble I have taken on your behalf, 
and forg've me my innocent little deception.” 


“Ivis very odd that so few women can act 
even tolerably on the stage, when most of them 
can act so deucedly well off it,” said Lord 
Appeldurcombe afterwards, when describing 
the scene to a select coterie. 

That Mrs. Clavering was blinded is im- 

seible; that she was grateful, is doubtful. 

ertain it is, however, that she abandoned the 
stage and placed herself once more under 
marital domination. 

It is equally certain that the friendship be- 
tween the two ladies gradually languished, 
and finally expired altogether. 

**He is a very’ nice fellow,” Mrs, Farquhar 
has been heard to say since ; ** but it really isa 
dreadful name, you know.” 

And this comforting reflection will prove, no 
deudt, a salve to her wounded pride. 


—- oe 


What a chimera is man! What a confused 
chaos! What a subject of contradiction! A 
judge of all things, yet a feeble worm of the 
earth! .The great guardian and depository of 
truth, yet a mere huddle of uncertainty. The 
glory and the scandal of the universe.— Pascal. 



























TORONTO SATURDAY: NIGHT. 


Ulsters, Dolmanettes & Jackets 
LONG FUR BOAS, CAPS, CAPES AND MURFS 


THE GOLDEN LION displays the most elegent 
stock of these goods in Toronto, prices the lowest 


TWEED AND BEAVER ULSTERS—AII the latest 
checks and stripes in Tweeds, all the new self-colors | $20. 
in Beaver. All sizes, all prices—some as low as $5. 


SHORT WALKING JACKETS AND DOLMAN- 
and low-priced. Some Dolmanettes for $6 also. $6.50. 

MISSES PALETOTS AND CHILDREN’S 
MANTLES BY THE HUNDRED—We cannot give 
them in detail. You must come and see them. 

NEW BLACK SPANISH AND CHANTILLY 
LACE COSTU MES—Heavily and elegantly trimmed | Muff). 





Toronto 


5 


in moire and jet in the prevailing style— $15, $16 and 


ys ten FLANNEL eee ee Stylishly- 
{ee \ cut house wrappers, some with the fashi : 
ET TES—Neat and trim. warm and fashionable, elegant | plait, colors in goblin, pale blue and cardinal--95 ana 


ALL-WOOL FLANNEL DRESSING JAC 
Cunning, tasteful, ** chic ”—$3.50, ne 

LONG FUR BOAS—in Lynx, Bear, Blue Fox and 
other furs, 


Caps, Capes, Muffs and Sets (Boa and 
A complete stock at very low prices. 


STORE OPEN UNTIL SEVEN O'CLOCK ON SATURDAY EVENINGS. 


‘RR. WALKER & SONS 


and London 








Some Definitions. 


Which it is honed will enable the lady ad- 
mirers of baseball to understand the newspaper 
reports, 


A Phenomenal Pitcher—One that has often 
gone to the well without being cracked. 

A Short-Stop—Ten minutes for refreshments. 
a — Tip—Information in regard to a cock- 

ght. 

A Base-Runner—He who fights and runs 
away. 

First Base—-The good looking young man in 
the choir. 

Saw the Air—An optical illusion. Usually 
an ironical allusion to a man who cannot see 


days ago in Germany with complete success. A 


winning post, and five others were fixed at in- 
tervals of a few yards apart to include the last 


SESE 


were contrived to be exposed simultaneously 
by electricity. Three minutes only were con- 
sumed in developing the picture thus obtained. 





What Sent the Screen Over. 
Sophy (who accepted Mr. Charles Fleetwood 
the night before)}- Does Mr. Fleetwood strike 
you as being a sensitive man. Pauline? 


“7 ook popular amusement of the gilded | _ Pauline (who doesn’t know of the engage- | 
youth. inent)—Gracious, no! A man who has been re- 


jected by four girls within six months and gets 


A Doub’e Play—Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. Why, Sophy! what's the 


A Strong Club—The policeman’s, 

Out on Strikes—The mournful condition of 
the American workingman. 

The Umpire—A man who sees the fine points 
of the game. Also the individual responsible 
for the home club's defeat—a despised and 
hated character. 


Se 


Advice to an Aspiring Poet. 


Pg write a poem beginning Abou Ben any 
thing. 

Keep your hair cut. 

Don't write poetry unless you are forced to 
do so, either by hunger, or by the enthusiasm 
of your muse. 

Do not be cast down because you receive 
$2.50 instead of $250 for your first effort. 

If possible, avoid rhyming *‘ castanet” with 
* pianoforte,” “frolic” with ‘‘cow-lick,” or 
* Niagara” with ‘* Tipperary.” 

**Don't call on the editor any oftener than 
you can help; and don’t feel hurt if he says he 
is out. He frequently says that without mean- 
ing it. 

Never despise work that comes your way un- 
solicited. Writing advertisements is a profit- 
able vocation ; they are sure to be printed, and 
are much more popular with the ma-ses than 
Odes, Sonnets, or French forms. 

It is a bad plan to copy one of Byron's shorter 
poems, and sign your name to it. 

If you have three sections to your name, con- 
nect the last two by means of a hyphen, and 
cast the first to the winds, if you wish to; but 
do not try to gain admission to the Author’s 
Club on the strength of this proceeding alone. 


fat on it cannot be. 
matter? 





Murder has been Committed for Less. 


Mr. Blessington—I'll be home at eleven, 
sharp, Daisy. 

Mrs. Blessington—So glad, dear. You're 
a so dull at that time of night, you 
now. 


B. SPAINS 
TEMPLE OF FASHION 
455 Queen Street West 











OVERCOATS at $15, the cheapest 
in the city. Made to order and 
got up in first-class style, a fit 


guaranteed. 


——— 


455 QUEEN STREET WEST 
LATEST NOVELS 


THE ROGUE—By W. E. Norris - 80c 
A CRACK COUNTY-—By Mrs. Edward 











A Success From Failures. 
**T would hardly want to sav that marriage is 
a failure,” remarked the Chicago lawyer, in 
measured tones, *‘ but if I let my feet be guided 
by the lamp of the past, I cannot help stating 
that, in my experience, divorce is a decided 
And, bowing the inquirer out, he 








success.” 
turned to the next heart-broken client. Kennard ° “ « « 30c | 
THE DEATH SHIP — By W. Clark 
The Camera on the Turf. Russell - - - - 80c 
Photography threatens to become a practical | A MIONIGHT QUEEN—By May Agnes 
art in deciding elose races on the turf. A short Fleming - ° ° « 30c 


time ago one of the professors at the Royal 
Photographie Institution at Vienna proposed 
to substitute a photographic apparatus for the 
judge at the winning post on rare courses, as 
the photographic impression would give an un- 
questionable decision and remain as a record of 


FOR SALE BY ALL BOOKSELLERS 
THE TORONTO NEWS COMPANY 


PUBLISHERS AGENTS 


SSS sss SS ee 
ES 





At the Country Fair. 





Eben (to his wife)—Come along, Elviry! He won’t hurt ye. 


Elviry—Oh, lands, Eben ! 


I don’t like the looks of the nasty little thing. 





cml, OUE 1 P* ; = 3 , = | 
, , it is just » eo 9 a 
Elviry (in the next der“® Bible. - sme"? ar ole beauty you! —Judge, 
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what actually took place in the last three yards 
of the running. The method was tested a few 


camera was placed exactly in line with the 


eight or ten yards of the course. These cameras 


| 
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We are clearing out a line of | 
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Received the highest awards fer purity and excel- 


LADIES 


YOUR CARPETS CAN BE 


Renovated on the Floor 


At any time after your house cleaning is done, as there is 
neither dust nor dirt It is just the thing when you are 
preparing for parties and receptions. 


IT IS WORTH A TRIAL 


Toronto Carpet and Plush Renovating Co 


389 1-2 YONGE STREET. 


Hatters and Tailors 


SOLE AGENTS FOR 


“MILLER’S” NEW YORK HATS 


Our Tailoring Department will be open 
for business on MONCAY, OCTOBER 15. 


We will show only the very newest goods. 


PERFECT FIT GUARANTEED. 


J. Pittman & Co. 


113 King Street West, Toronto 





REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 


Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world. 


| If interested, send for full report 


GEO. BENGOUGH, 36 King Street East 


Roh 


BuiLtos STORONTOS 
SPECIALTY OF FINE WORK 


aa 


Invitations, Wedding and Visiting Cards 


PLATE ENGRAVING AND PRINTING 


Wirt Fountain Pen 


The greatest invention ef the age. Writes the instant it 
touches paper and never fails. The cheapest and best on 
the market. 


AGENTS WANTED. 
Write for circulars. 
CHAS. H. BROOKS 
Canadian Agent, 
Librarv Ruilding, Toronto, 
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ence at Philadelphia, 1876; Canada, 1876; Australia, 


377, and Paris, 1873. 


== 

Rev. P. J. Ed. Page, Professor of Unemistry, Laval Uni- 
versity, Que, aT have analyzed the India Pale Ale 
manufactured by John Labatt, London, Ont., and have 
found it a light ale, containing but little alcohol, of a del'ci- 
ous flavor and of a very agreeable taste and superior quality, 
and compares with the best imported ales I have also 
analyzed the Porter, XXX Stout, of the same Brewery, 
which is of an excellent quality ; its flavor ia very agreea 
it isa tovic more energetic than the above ale, for it is a 
little richer in alcohol, and can be compared advantageously 


with any imported article.” 


i good-looking, wealthy, and thoroughly present- 


Taz Toronto SaTuRDAY NIGHT 


: ' EDMUND E. SHEPPARD, - - Editor. 





_» SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to ite readers, 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE Ne. 1709. 





Sabeoriptions will be received on the following terms: 


; )  asidsctdcnisccckinivivcivines 82 00 
P ME isitkeciteccrcckcevciess 16 
¢ Three Months ...............0.00.000s se 


No subsoription taken for lees than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 





a ness Office. 
| ; THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Liurrap), Proprietors 
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b After-Dinner Speakers. 


It is one of the most surprising things that 
: an art so delightful in itself should be so little 
cultivated, and, as a necessary consequence, so 
imperfectly understood as that of good after- 
dinner speaking. Heaven only knows what 
dreariness might be spared to unoffending au- 
diences if some of our post-prandial orators 
could only be brought to realize their misuse 
of what might, if properly handled, be a source 
of delight not only to themselves but to their 
audience as well. 
What constitutes a good after-dinner speaker? 
Is it not manifest that the speaker rises to his 
feet as one who has dined and wined well and, 
being surrounded by friendly listeners, should 
not his ianguage be ia accord with his sur- 
roundings? Should he not remember that his 
audience has but recently dined, and aught 
that is heavy or calculated to impair digestion 
is altogether out of place? Bright and spark- 
ling as the champagne before him should be 
the language which falls from his lips, even as 
from one who is at peace with the world and 
himself. Some men speak well from prepara- 
tion only, but these are not the stuff from which 
j after-dinner speakers are made, for the man 
4 who expects to delight and charm an after- 
; dinner audience must be self-contained, spark- 
ling, spontaneous, quick to seize on some point 
° left unsecured by a previous speaker, and one 
who eschews the slightest tendency to heavi- 


ness or forced wit, and who above all things 
has learned to realize that seven minutes and a 
half is, save under exceptional cases, the out- 
side limit for the best of after-dinner speakers, 
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Social Success. 


Money isn’t everything, even in these cold- 
blooded days of ceaseless moiling and toiling 
for it. If it were, we should not be so often 
permitted to see what consummate asses other- 
wise level-headed people can make of them- 
selves in their rash attempts to scale the social 
fortress. Here is just where the bulk of them 
come to grief. They are too precipitate, and 


inside the walls, are rudely awakened to the 

fact that they have been driven back to the 
first parallel. The only cause for failure is— 
they don't go the right way about the business. 
They will persist, in the most infatuated man- 
i f ner, in running to either extreme, and every 
; schoolboy knows that all extremes are wrong. 
If not slavishly obsequious, or stupidly timid, 

they jump to the opposite and display all the 

impucent assertion of people who, not feeling 

secure of their ground, vainly imagine that a 

forced assumption of brusqueness will redeem 

' the situation. Unhappy delusion, and such 
' they find it when, after many snubbings and 
heartburnings, they awaken to the fact that 

whilst wealth may be a potent factor in secur- 

ing a hearty reception from society, it isn’t 

everything. Here in Toronto we have had men, 


em 


i able, one would imagine, in every way, who | 
have been most cruelly pilled at fashionable 
clubs after making the most earnest efforts to | 

i become recognized as society men. These 

; were too much in earnest, and as a necessary 

consequence were never very cordially received. 

Wealth under existing conditions is almost a 

necessity to the socially ambitious, but to be | 


socially successful wealth finds most valuable 
auxilliaries in tact, a proper self respect, and 
the ability to wait patiently for the ultimate 


often when they fondly imagine their feet are |. 





result of such a combination. 





cere rnenaeenerneecense 


Only Eleven Months Old. 


‘*Only eleven months old,” remarks a care- 

} less reader of the obituary column, where is re- 
corded the passing away of a little flower which 
has bloomed for a brief space here below ere it 
was transplanted to that fairer clime where 
there is neither sorrow nor parting, and where 
tears are all unknown. ‘‘Only eleven months 
old,” and the tone is indicative of the thought 
which possesses the speaker that the death of 
one so young could hardly cause an ache or 
@ pang to those bereaved. Ah! “he jests at 
scars who never felt a wound.” Only eleven 
months old! Long enough for the heart-broken 
mother to have learned that the sweet little one 
whom God had given to her, and who cooed 
and wept and nestled into her heart, had be- 
come as her very life. What plans did she not 
map out for the future, as her bonny, beautiful 
baby boy slumbered before her? Was not he 
more beautiful, stronger and superior in every 
way to all other babies! Did she not alone un- 
derstand all his eloquent baby talk, which was 
as naught to everyone else, and had she not 
asked the good God a thousand times to shield 
him from harm! Now the blight has fallen, 
and her day is darkened, for the light of her 
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life has gone out with the life of her baby boy, 
Bye and bye, when the first cruel pangs have 
passed away, and a subdued sorrow has pos- 
sessed her heart, she will often seek one hal- 
lowed room as the shadows lengthen towards 
the east, and there keep tryst with the dear 
tokens of her dead—a tress of golden hair, his 
christening robe, two little socks and boots, 


mute evidences, but, oh, so eloquent, of the 
dear. dead child who is now safe in the Father's 
keeping. Fast fall her tears at such a moment 
é over the sac ed relics of ‘“‘ baby’s drawer,” blessed 
i tears, for, with them, a peaceful calm steals over 
is her heart, and it seems to her at that moment 
} she can hear one ofthe youngest angels— even her 


Some 


Creepy 
nade hens, 





own dead boy—singing before the great white 
throne, Only a little while, and they shall 
walk together—she and her boy—in the un- 
clouded pter—aite by side. Only eleven 
months old! 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


A bold attempt was made by St. George’s 
Society to bring out an ideal concert on Thurs- 
day evening, and a considerable measure of 
success crowned the efforts of the committee 
who had the matter in charge. A large and 
efficient orchestra, popular singers and ex- 
cellent instrumentalists attracted an audience 
of fair dimensions, but hardly as large as the 
extremely good programme deserved. Four or 
five other concerts and the strong attractions 
at the theatres no doubt accounted for this to 
some extent, but I cannot help thinking that if 
the programme had contained another lady 
singer or two, and a _ refined comique 
like Mr. Hurst or Mr. Ramsay ard less 
instrumental solo playing the attraction 
would have been greater. As it was, Miss 
Robinson pleased everybody with her refined 
manner and the earnestness with which she 
interpreted her songs: The Song for Me and 
Good Bye, and universal regret was expressed 
that she did not respond more freely to the 
encores with which her efforts were rewarded. 

> 

After Miss Robinson everything was mascu- 
line, the sombre’ executioner style of 
dress was never relieved. Mr. Sims Richards 
sang several of the patriotic songs, for 
whose rendition he has earned a well-deserved 
reputation. Mr. Warrington was in splendid 
voice, singing his pieces with the conscientious 
care which is his characteristic, and making a 
fine effect with the Three Jolly Britons. The 
four gentlemen, Messrs. Arlidge, Clarke, Smith 
and Spacey, who played instrumental solos, 
were satisfactory in every respect, and Mr. 
Torrington’s orchestra was as bright and 
sparkling as it could be. A wonderful rush 
and magnetism accompanied its playing of the 
Auf Wiedersehen waltzes, while Meyerbeer's 
Coronation March was splendidly rendered. 
Altogether it was one of the most pleasing 
concerts we have ever had in Toronto, with the 
fault that the lack of feminine material in the 
programme made it too sombre. 

The Thanksgiving concert given by the choir 
of the Elm Street Methodist Church drew a 
large audience on that evening. The concert 
was one of uniform excellence, and as is usual, 
encores were plentiful, in fact, were decidedly 
a@ nuisance. Toe choir, directed by Mr. 
Harry Blight, sang exceedingly well in March 
of the Israelites from Eli, an anthem Great is 
the Lord, and the well known chorus of the 
Japhitides from the Tower of Babel. Thechoir 
was augmented somewhat by singers from 
other churches, and sang with great excellence 
and precision. Of the soloists Mrs. Hamilton 
claims first attention. Her voice, a soprano of 
very great clearness, was heard to advantage 
in Gounod's|Worker. Her second solo, The New 
Kingdom, is not a composition to call forth the 
resources of any singer, and it is to be regretted 
that her choice did not better display her un- 
doubted ability. Herr Fried was very warmly 
received, and showed his splendid tenor voice 
to good advantage in Gounod’s Hear Us 


O Father, and the recitative and aria 
from Barnby’s Rebekah. But I must 
take exception to the entire absence 
of light and shade, his whole rendition 


displaying his voice with very little conception 
of what is due to the song. Greater attention 
to these details would make his voice more 
pleasant. 


In Miss Bunton’s singing I can notice a 
marked improvement, and can congratulate 
her that her work is thoroughly conscientious: 
though why she should have chosen the song 
she did, Eternal Rest, isa wonder to me. Mr. 
Blight sang with his usual success, and the 


| other singers, Mrs. Glass and Miss Grainger, 


acquitted themselves very creditably. The suc- 
cess of the evening was, of course, largely due to 
the intelligent and painstaking organ playing 
of Mrs. Blight. I feel constrained to express 


| my disapprobation of the absence of pro- 


grammes, forcing people either to buy books of 
words, or to remain in ignorance of what is 
taking place. It is not just to those who buy 
tickets expecting that that operation completes 
their preparation for enjoyment. 
2 

A curious exhibition, managed in Toronto 
I believe by a gentleman named Thompson 
(not our own J. F.), took place on Monday 
evening, at the Gardens, at the extremely 
reasonable price of one dollar and a half. 
The peeuliar feature of this concert was 
its general and undeniable worthlessness. 
The time has about passed when a show 
like this can strike Toronto under pretence of 


| excellence, and leave the city with a good 


reputation. Whether we know much or little 
of musical matters, we have enough good taste 
here to arrive at a proper estimate of such 
array a3 Mrs. Alice J. Shaw’s astral aggrega- 
tion. I was glad to see the unanimity with 
which the daily papers gave her notices that her 


| advance agent will not care to offer as testimon- 


ials. Mrs. Shawjwhistles well, and, barring occa- 
sional skips in intonation, is a wonder, but the 
kind of wonder that belongs to a variety 
theater. Mr. Gaston Thalberg, who spent a 
winter here two years ago, sang tolerably well, 
not a word of his song being intelligible, and 
Signor Tagliapietra sang in his characteristic 
manner, and though worn in voice, still showed 
the wonderful resources which captivated audi- 
ences ten years ago. The accompanist, Mr. 
Downey, was good and the rest, though having 
a certain air of personal refinement, would have 
found their level in an ordinary every day, 
track-walking, twenty-five cent show. 
METRONOME. 


Better at Preaching. 

‘“‘T think you would get along better if you 
didn’t whip your children so much,” remarked 
Mrs. Whalem. ‘‘There is nothing like kind- 
ness after all.” 

* Perhaps you are right, my dear,” replied 
her neighbor of the next floor. ‘‘By the way, 
what «n awful noise that man made who was 
putting down your carpet this morninske th 

‘We didn’t have any man,” she rerj;,, een 
“You must nave just heard me slr, Br Wor 
baby.” Yton's 
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ity, 
sympathies. 


from failure. 


pictured in their plays. 
is a quality which belongs to all mankind and 


which is capable of being aroused in the most 
It is as much an adjunct of 


callous nature. 
existence as the fresh air of heaven. 


The dramatist has the two master passions 
It 
is another instance of the innate longing for 


of existence to work with—love and hate. 


the ideal life which animates humanity, that 
no play which has taken the latter for its 
theme has ever achieved permanent success, 
Love, not revenge, is the most enduring quality 
which our natures know. To our credit be it 
said that despite the cynicism, pessimism and 
skepticism of the age in which we live, we still 
like to see the old sentimental, mythical, de- 
lightful love treated purely and sweetly. We re- 
cognize that it willennoble and beautify and pre- 
serve the humblest, homeliest and most perish- 
able things. The books and plays which treat of 
it may not stimulate the jaded pulse of the sen- 
sation seeker, but they will continue tor a long 
time to charm the healthy and innocent, who, 
after all is said and done, thank Heaven! form 
the great majority. They will steal into our 
hearts and into our homes and linger there and 
be remembered. Little Lord Fauntleroy, one 
of the most tender and touching stories ever 
penned, will stir the hearts of men and women 
long after Zola’s picturesque filth has been 
relegated to the lumber room. 
* 

It is in this quality of love, I think, wherein 
lies the main attraction of Clay M. Green's 
play Forgiven, which has held the boards at 
the Grand all week. There is noth:ng particu- 
larly novel in its characters or its plot. The 
story in one form or another is as familiar as 
a nursery rhyme, but it touches skilfully 
upon the ever enduring sentiments which live 
on among men and women. It is fitly described 
as a story of intense humar interest. It 
gathers upatrue love with all its doubts and 
fears, its hopes and jealousies, its misunder- 
standings and its reconciliations, with here 
and there a grateful laugh and here and there 
a tear. There has been nothing sweeter or 
prettier or more human on the Grand’s stage in 
years than the tableau at the end of the 
first act where Jack Diamond outlines his past 
to the girl he loves and she, with all a true 
woman’s gracious sympathy and generous 
understanding, throws herself upon his broad 
breast, condones the follies—the sins if you 
will—of his past and looks forward bravely and 
hopefully to the future. Clay M. Green has 
written Sibyl and Louis Riel and numerous 
other dire bad plays, but he has given us some 
very tender, touching scenes in Forgiven. The 
whole thing ends fitly enough in the wilds of 
New Mexico where the usual accomplished 
villain meets his death in the usual gory fashion 
and his first assistant likewise receives his 
quietus. Then the reunited husband and wife 
parted for sixteen dreary, weary years 
by the accomplished villain aforesaid, throw 
themselves into one another's arms and the 
green drop falls, and the audience goers home 
satisfied and glad that virtue has once more 
had a signal triumph over vice. Forjiven is 
not by any means a perfect play. I: needs 
editing badly. Its sequence is not at all times 
clear. It lacks cohesion. Trivial motives are 
given unjustifiable prominence and indifferent 
handling makes several of its strongest scenes, 
when reasoned out, illogical and absurd. A 
good deal of the ‘‘cow-boy” element might be 
omitted advantageously, because it neither 
adds strength nor picturesqueness to the plot, 
and the incidents which bring about the separ- 
ation of husband and wife need strengthening. 
For all that Forgiven is a well-told story, 
abounding with startling surprises and strong 
dramatic situations. Its dialogue is crisp and 
never prosy, its action constant and natural in 
the main. 


The leading part in this characteristic picture 
of American life is John Diamond, a reformed 
gambler. This is played by Frederic Bryton, 
an actor of the romantic school, who was 
unable to do himself justice on the opening 
night, by reason of a very severe cold 
which made his voice husky and ‘“thfoaty.” 
He is a fine-looking man, but his acting does 
not impress you all at once, It grows upon 
you, By-and-by you become thoroughly in 
sympathy with the sturdy, faithful and gen- 
erous nature of Jack Diamond and lose sight 
of the actor. You like him because you recog- 
nize in him a type of man who is familiar to 
us all, and who, despite occasional roughness 
of speech or uncouthness of manner, assimilates 
with his kind and builds up a happy, peace- 
ful home. He is a very lovable sort of man, 
this Jack Diamond, and the more you see of 
him the more you like him. You even get to 

imaga.very roughness through which the 

yous shorth of his rugged nature shows, In 

) 


C 
hannnt face Srnds the finer qualities of the 
It is every girl: 
ap-ken of as a 
girl amanuen 
a she is dressed | 
‘and to be thus 4 
\ charm from he 
ly add to her lov 





Love is an enduring and alluring qual- 
while wickedness is not. To be suc- 
cessful a drama must appeal to the highest 
The minute it fails to do that all 
the accessories in the world cannot save it 
Men arid women may for a time 
devote themselves to the consideration of that 
which is bad and impure, but the vilest heart 
that ever throbbed in human breast is touched 
by love or suffering or unseltish goodness. If 
you don't believe me go some time, when 
opportunity offers, and watch the people who 
will crowd to see East Lynne. Deep down in 
every human heart is an everlasting respect 
for virtue and purity and truth and a strong 
sympathy for suffering and for sorrow, and 
even if ordinary men and women do not carry 
into active life a very large stock of these 
desirable qualities themselves they like to 
read of them in their books and see them 
Human sympathy 





man are brought out with@rtistic lights and 
shades, while his broader anjmore surface char- 
acteristics are developed rurally and easily. 
It is a character that it is v@y easy to overdo ; 
that is insensibly provoca%e of a tendency 
towards ranting and stagingg ; but Mr. Bryton 
portrays it naturally, gra@fully, powerfuliy 
and well. 


* } 

With oneexception Mr. yton's support is 
good. Miss Grace Thorne ia clever, capable, 
accomplished and refined s3. She has an 
unpleasant habit of rolling ip her eyes till the 
whites alone are visible, a spries of affectation 
that so good an actress shq@jd despise. It is 
neither natural nor pleasant@see. Mr. Frazer 
Coulter makes a very accept@e villain, though 
he hardly looks the part aswell as he acts it, 
and Mr. Harry Harwood givé us a very ideal 
portraiture of the rough, glangy American 
“gam,” who is a familiar re on American 
steamboats and on the r urse. The one 
exception to the excellence oithings generally 
is the Frank Popham of Hary Harwood. Mr. 
Popham is described on the play bill as a back 
number, and the descriptio hits him right. 
He is too much of a back nurber to be allowed 


to go without a chain. 
o 


A Bunch of Keys is becomiig so moss-grown 
and aged that it is due in thenfirmary. There 
was a time when it was frestand funny ; now 
it is funny, but it is no longrfresh. Itis as 
familiar as your last year’sgirl. You know 
every line, every incident, evey scene of it by 
heart. It comes to you as a siecies of memory 
of a half-forgotten dream. When those old 
jokes limp across the footligits you feel like 
lifting your hat and saying ‘‘ How do, old 
chappie. Glai to see you agin.” Then you 
look around to see if the oll jokes have got 
their crutches with them anc you wonder if 
they are liable to catch coi in the keen 
November air that has such apronounced hint 
of winterinit. There is no Gubt about it, A 
Bunch of Keys is becoming afogether too old 
for humorous utility and shoud be laid quietly 
on the shelf. 
















The company that has been paying this moss- 
grown relic at the Toronto pera House all 
week is of tolerably excellent @cellence. It is 
a pity their talents should be vasted in spring- 
ing the gray-haired gags of ABunch of Keys 
on the community. Ww. ON, 

LOBBY CHATTER) 

Minnie Palmer is in Newcasth, England—for 
gold, not coal. 

Rose Coghlan will play Jocely: in New York 
next February. She is a grea metropolitan 
favorite, but it remains to be sem if she will be 
strong enough to carry the play 

A Trip to Africa which the Duff Opera Co. 
No. 2 played here a few weeks go, is not pull- 
ing much to the box office, and Sasparone and 
A Night in Venice have been adled to the com- 
pany’s repertoire. 

The stage version of Mrs. Frmces Hodgson 
Burnett's charming story, Littl Lord Faunt- 
leroy, has made an immense hit) Business in 
Boston has averaged $1,000 aday Mrs. Burnett 
is superintending the New Yorkproduction at 
the Grand Opera House, and ha thrown her 
whole soul into the work. 

Frank Moran is one of the wittiest men of 
the minstrel profession. He waj at one time 
with Barlow & Wilson’s Minstrels when they 
were not paying salaries. For the breaking of 
some trivial rule he was fined $10 Moran went 
to the telegraph office and sen; a dispatch : 
‘* William Megonigle, Philadelphia: I have 
been fined ; telegraph me $10. Trank Moran.” 

Mrs. James Brown Potter hws done much 
better this season in Chicago than on the 
occasion of her last trip. At Cleveland, on the 
other hand, the critics would have nothing to 
do with her. A month hence Mrs. Potter opens 
in Brooklyn, and a week later she will be back 
in New York. Henry Abbey's office is cum- 
bered with trunks and boxes ontaining the 
startling dresses Mrs. Potter i to wear in 
Antony and Cleopatra. And they keep right on 
coming. 

Mary Anderson is turning New York upside 
down with A Winter's Tale. The chief feature 
of the production is the shepherd's dance. 
Nym Crinkle (A. C. Wheeler), the brilliant 
New York dramatic critic, in writing of the 
performance in the New York Mirror, says: 
**She has elaborated the shepherd's dance into 
an Arcadian picture that has never been sur- 
passed on canvas or on the stage. The drama 
has in fact been heightened into a panorama 
that continually feeds the eye, andit moves to 
airs of Arcady, cunningly softened, and fades 
out in mellow hues that lull us to dreamy 
tolerance. 

**Miss Anderson from first to last is seen in 
a subdued light. She no longer depends upon 
her trumpet declamation. That slightly acrid 
histrionism that she originally brought from 
the West has lost its glittering corners. A 
mellow radiance from the studio of Tadema 
settles upon her. Her virginai austerity gives 
way in the wantonness of rustic innocence. She 
never could exhibit the abandon of passion in 
Juliet, but she has accomplished the abandon 
of the shepherdess in Perdita, One appeal was 
to the feelings; the other is to the eye. One 
was passion ; the other is motion. She throws 
herself into the dance with the delicious reck- 
lessness of a bacchante. Never were her 
superb limbs before unchained. They strode 
and detied the lightning; they paced the 
Clytemnestra, Siddons gait; they had a scrap 
with tragedy. Now they melt to the fluctuant 
and lascivious rhythm of Lydian airs.” 





A Fatal Omission. 


Boston mother merere—2 am astonished 
at you, my daughter. supposed you had 
more modesty than to go out into the street in 
that condition. 

Daughter (turning pale)— What is it, mamma? 
Can it be that I have forgotten my chatelaine, 
or put on hose that don't match my ties, or—— 

Mother (relenting)—No, you have done none 
of those things; but you have forgotten your 
spectacles. 





‘  tinually on Duty. 

The Editor ,,:ndly)—I'm afraid, Mr. Jokem, 
that you are burning the midnight oil too 
steadily. Don't you think that work in the 
day-time might bring better results? 

Siow —il ess my soul, sir! if I did my work 
in the day-time, when could I tramp round to 
sell it?” 








Art is Pitiless, 


Shall I teil you a story of Bessie, a dear little girl I know? 

A story of “‘ once on a time,” tho’ it » .sn’t so long ago? 

A blue-eyed darling was Bessie, with gleams of the sun jn 
her hair, ; 

And you scarcely could count the dimples that played in 
her cheeks 80 fair, 

Now Bessie’s mother and father had only herself to love, 

And her presence was glad as the sunshine that fell from 
the skies above. 

There ne’er was a care or a trouble that came to them any 
day 

Rut wee little Bessie was ready to ‘‘comfort the weary 
away.” 


It was only a poor little cottage that Bessie could call her 
home, . 

But dearly she loved the meadows where daily she used to 
roam ; : 

And it happened one day that she went there with many a 
sorrowful trace 

Of tears and childish amazement all over the dear little 
face. 

The reason? Ah, only that morning eld Brindle, the cow, 
had died, 

And no money to buy another, and Bessie’s mamma had 
cried ; ‘i 

And Bessie had heard her father sigh, and, oh, so wearily say 

Samething about ‘‘ the bills, wife, and little wherewith to 


pay.” 


So out in the flelds went Bessie, but left her dimples be- 
bind, 

And I, uess that even the birdies knew something was on 
her mind, 

For. she quietly gathered her flowers, nor even lifted her 
eyes 

Till a voice said, ‘‘ Heigh-ho, little maiden!” and made her 
start with surprise, 

'Twas only an artist searching the fields and meadows that 
day 

For some beautiful picture to sketch, and what should 
come in his way 

But the sweetest of all sweet subjects, a wee little brown- 
faced girl, 

Her sun-bonnet hiding her blushes and many a golden curl! 


But Bessie was shy of the stranger—shy and modest was 


she; 

Coaxing would not persuade her. ‘‘I’ll give you money,’ 
said he. 

Ah! then indeed she was willing, and thought to herself, 
“Oh, now 

I've found how to comfort poor mother, and father can buy 
@ cow.” 

fo down to the brook she went with him, her cheeks as re 
as a rose, 

And, all the while thinking of ‘‘ father,’’ Bessie learned how 
to ‘‘ pose.” 

Oh, but it was wearisome duty! The little round limbs 
grew weak, 


And a tear from the blue eyes slipped softly and washed 
the rose from her cheek. 


Yes, ‘‘ Art is pitiless,” surely, for thirty long minutes went 


by, 

And then the artist had finished and looked with a smile in 
his eye 

At his poor little tear-stained model. ‘Why, child, are you 
tired?” said he. 


“I’m tired jus’ for myself, sir, but not for father,” said she. 

Then home sped dear, bonny Bessie, clasping her pennies so 
tight, 

And back to her cheeks came the dimples, back to her eyes 
their glad light. 

“Oh, father! I’m put in a picture! See what I’ve brought 
to you now! 

I tried not to mind being tired, twas for mother, and you 
and the cow!” 

Mary D. Brinz. 


‘*The Norway Sheep.” 





The fierce wind breaking from his bonds comes roaring 
from the west ; 

On every long, deep-rolling wave the white horse shows his 
crest, 

As if a million mighty steeds had burst their master's hold; 

For the wild white sheep of Norway are coming to the fold. 


The storm drum shows its warning sign; the sea-gulls 
swoop and cry ; e 

The fleecy clouds are driven fast across the stormy sky ; 

Along the sands the fresh foam gouts in ghastly spcrt are 
rolled ; 

For the wild white sheep of Norway are coming to the fold. 


Wistful the fisher seaward looks, out from the great stone 
pier ; 

Wistful he stands, the breaker’s call along the cliffs to hear, 

To hear across the flowing tide the ceaseless rock bell tolled, 

While fast and fierce the. Norway theep are coming to the 
fold. 


“‘God guard the ships at sea to-night,” the stern old sailors 
say, 

Straining keen eyes across the waste of heaving, tossiny 
spray, 

Recalling many a bitter night of storm and dread of old, 

When the wild white sheep of Norway were coming to the 
fold. 


Oh ! there is many an aching heart, here in the re d-roofed 
town, 

As wives and mothers hear the blast come wailing from the 
down; 

Who knows what tale of death or wreok to-morrow may be 
told? 

For the wild white sheep of Norway are coming to the fold 


Time—A Hymn. 
1 

Solemn yet beautiful, O Time ! 

Thy shadowy mantle sweeps 
Along the mountains of the Stars, 

And o'er the lower Deeps: 
The music of the spheres is thine, 

The music of the sea, 
And at thy bidding accord keep 

With these all-changing notes of our Humanity. 


Solemn yet beautiful, O Time ! 
Thou walk’st in regal worth, 
Rearing the myriad sounding marte 
And temples of the earth : 
Thy very ruins are but change ; 
Still grander trophies rise 
Where lesser monuments appeared, 
Enriching evermore thy large and thoughtful eyes. 


Solemn yet beautiful, O Time! 
Thy shadowy mantle sweeps 
Along the mountains of the Stars 
And o’er the lower Deeps. 
Thy ruins are a prophecy 
Of still diviner might, 
Telling to man thy own dark grave, 
And o’er it, lit for him, the great Eternal Light. 
Ww. R. W. 
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AN ITALIAN MOTHER'S PRAYER. 


Madonna! gentle mother, virgin undefiled, 

At Heaven’s high throne plead for my little child, 
Breathe o’er his languid frame thy healing balm 
And shield ! oh, shield! my little one from harm. 


The night of Death bas pass’d, its shadows flee 
And joy fills all my heart, for now I see 
‘The Lord of Life has gazed on thee, and smiled, 
-And kies’d thy lips my own, my darling child. 
—H. K. C. 


* 7 

If it be true that this is the age of re- 
forms many amongst us would be uncom- 
monly thankful if the spirit of the times could 
onlylend a helping hand to our lagging public 
dinners, which at present commence or rather, 
do not commence until close on 9 o’clock p.m. 
With a moderate sized toast list, this means 
2a.m. before Auld Lang Syne or the National 
Anthem prompts us to ask the weary waiter to 
‘telephone for a coupe, and bring usone of G, and 
‘W’s. night-caps in the meantime. 

* 
7 -# 

Hotel men tell me it is impossible to get their 
usual guests out of the way and have a special 
dinner ready before 8.30 p.m. at the soonest, 
and to tell the honest truth, they don't care a 
‘rap for these extra affairs, especially when 
there is no liquor consumed. There is no 
profit in it, apart from the sale of liquor; 
their waiters and waitresses are kept up until 
they are fit for nothing the next day, and ali 
the satisfaction the hotel man has is the con- 
sciousness of a vile odor of stale cigar smoke in 
his dining-room for a week to come. 

* * 

There would be no necessity for all this had 
we but a man or a body of men in our midst 
‘with enterprise enough to run up a building 
for concert purposes, with a room attached 
that could be utilized for public banquets. 
With such a place our public dinners could be 
commenced at 6 o’clock or 6.30, and people 
would be enabled to reach home shortly after 
-eleven o'clock. If Iam not mistaken the guests 
at the Academy dinner in London are able to 
reach home at that hour, and what can be done 
in London can be done here. 

* 
* # 

Another important item, and one entitled to 
fair consideration, is the fact that the usual 
-dining hour in Toronto is from half-past six to 
seven o'clock, and remembering this—what a 
complete bar to gastronomic enjoyment exists 
in raving to wait for two mortal hours over 
one’s usval hour for dinner. But uot only on 
account of diners-out do I most respectfully 
kick at the existing order of things. There are 
the invited guests—men who are expected to 
respond to certain toasts, and I know from 
personal experience that it has often been mid- 
night when I have risen to respond to a toast 
that was not half way down the list. Now, 
this is surely all wrong—doubly so when there 
is really no necessity forit ; and I mention the 
subject, trusting that somebody will take it up 
and be the means of many besides myself 
enjoying a little more sleep in the future than 
we have been able to secure in the past. 


* « 

I often wonder where some of our actors 
get their ideas; and I haven't the slightest 
doubt in the world the same cause for 
wonderment has struck many others _be- 
sides myself. One very funny habit of 
many actors is that in drawing-room scenes 
they march in with all the coolness imag- 
inable, without uncovering the head, and, 
after promenading around, march off and 
uncover when passing out into what 
is supposed to be the open air. Often 
enough the drop scene is a little frisky, too, and 
a trifle at variance with the spirit of the play. 
A case in point occurred the last time I saw 
Janauschek as Lady Macbeth, the sceneof which 
I have always supposed to be laid in Scot- 
land, but I must admit that my faith in this 
was slightly shattered on seeing King Duncan 
standing in front of a mile post on the drop 
scene, with 1? miles to London staring every- 
body in the face, : 

. = 

In eighteenth century piays material ana- 
chronisms occur continually. The dresses are 
generally produced pretty faithfully, for it is 
difficult to go wrong in this respect with so 
many pictures of the past before us; but how 
often we see a costume of say 1780 witha wig 
that was fashionable ten, twenty or forty years 
previous, and ladies robed in the garb of the 
same period with patches that were worn when 
the hero of Dettingen was at the head of the 
Court of St. James, : 

I heard a man in a Sherbourne street car the 
other night express his views on the introduc- 
tion of the Russian enthusiast. Nicolo Vassilli, 
into the Whitechapel mystery. According to 
his idea there is a good deal init. His con- 
tention was that the actions of Vassilli in the 
past show that he is capable of like outrages 
in the present and the future. His revenge 
upon women is precisely the feeling that seems 
to actuate the Whitechapel fiend, and the 
fanatical craze of the former supplies a motive 
for the brutality of the latter, which has 
hitherto been wanting. All the world knows 
to what terrible lengths religious madness will 
jead. The Inquisition, the Tower Hill burning 
of heretics and Catholics alike, the slaughter 
of women and children during the Indian 
Mutiny—in fact, the history of the world shows 
plainly that there is no such incentive to 
‘bloodshed, in its cruelest form, as fanaticism, 
and when that form of man‘ais combined with 
misogyny, itself a passion as strong, if not 
stronger, than its antagonist, love, there is no 
atrocity too hideous for its gratification. I 
have heard more than one in Toronto express 
the opinion that the murderer of the out- 
casts of Whitechapel is not a Briton. The 
-dexterous handling of the knife as a familiar 
weapon shows this. A Briton often bruises— 
but seldom does he carve. Among foreigners, 
the Russian is one of the most fanatical when 
he is not utterly besotted. Trained to assassina- 
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“The Barriers in the Way.” 


AN INTERVIEW WITH THE REV. ARTHUR BALD- 
WIN, VICAR OF ALL SAINTS’ CHURCH. 













tion by the secret societies, we have, in the 
person Guch as Vassilli, all the necessary 
factors the production of a homicidal 
maniac,6apable of revelling in a burst of 
atrocitympossible to the ordinary criminal, 

+ 








In a pleasant room, looking into the pleasant 
tace of Rev. Arthur Baldwin, I asked about the 
barriers which keep well-intentioned men from 
communion and church work. I give his an- 
swer in the easy, flowing words, though some- 
what fragmentary style, with which he an- 
swered me, 

‘“The more honest a man is the more delicate 
he is in coming forward and taking a position 
in the church, and this feeling has kept a great 
many people back for fear they might not be 
fitted to hold such a position. At the same 
time Christianity does demand that a man 
come forward for whatever work there may be. 
Of course you would at once think that a man 
who is afraid to come forward and assume his 
duties is not worth much, but it is not always 


* * 

Thosevho went out to High Park on Thanks- 
giving hy, by street car, in the saddle, driv- 
ing, or a Shank’s mare, had little reason to be 
dissatised with the day’s outing. The weather 
was allhat could be desired, the company of 
the bee and our gallant citizen soldiers pre- 
sented ‘he material evidence of two crack 
regimes, at least, whose members are 
‘* ready aye ready!” to fight for ‘‘ our hearths 
and hos.” St. GEORGE. 





To Correspondents. 


(Correondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
SaturDA Nieut Office). 























J. FC. (Toronto ).—William Nye is the 
propename of the humorist. 

Conant Reader (City).—We note your re- 
marksegarding front page pictures, and it is 
more han possible your suggestion will be 
carrieout in the near future. 


I. 3 G.—You might recover by a Division 
Court.uit, which would probably cost you ten 
dollar before you get through with it. The 
treatrent you have received is shabby in the 
extreie, 

R. .—The school you allude to would forfeit 
the gant unless you secure a permit from the 
Inspetor in the city or county in which the 
schovis situated. 

Hilegarde (Ottawa).—The Holy Grail or 
Greais a miraculous chalice made of a single 
precius stone, supposed to have been an 
emerld, possessing the power of prolonging 
life, nd many other very valuable properties. 
It wa believed by some to have been brought 
by agels from heaven, and was the vessel 
usedby our Lord at the Last Supper. It was 
said;hat it was preserved by Joseph of Arim- 
athe, and in it he caught the blood which 
flowd from our Saviours wounds as He was 
taka from the cross. It is surrounded by 
mar legends, and one is that if it is approached 
by ay but a perfectly pure and holy person it 
is bene away and vanishes from their sight. 
It vas in quest of this that most of the ad- 
venures which befel the Knights of the Round 
Tale were met with: these form the subject 
of ‘pnnyson’s poems, The Idyls of the King. 


In he Cathedral at Genoa a cup is still pre- 


sered which was taken by the Crusaders in 
110, and for a long time was considered to 
hae been the Holy Grail. 

4 Subscriber (City).—The young lady should 
wrte her name on her hostess’ card if she goes 
ou to pay calls with her hostess, or if she calls 
byaerself on the friends of the latter. If she 
is alling on friends who have no acquaintance 
wih her hostess she must write her name on 
he mother’s card, first drawing a_ pencil 
though her mother's name. 

isther M. (Montreal).—As you very properly 
pit it one wedding is indeed enough for a life- 
tine. 
tle bridegroom's friends to the wedding, even 
ifshe does not know them. 
goom’s relatives must 


ecorts the bridegroom’s mother. 


drectly they hear of the engagement. 
oight certainly to be invited to the wedding, 


however, unless there has been a downright 


quarrel. (3). Certainly, you should send cards 


fa the ‘‘ At Home” given on your return to 
al those friends and relatives of the groom 
with whom the latter desires to keep up an 


aquaintance. (4). No; it would be quite in- 


cerrect to send out the invitations for the ‘‘ At 
Home” at the same time you‘send out the in- 
The *“*At Home” 
siould not be sent out uniil your return from 


vtations for the wedding. 


the honeymoon. 


** London, Ont.”—1. Lefevre’s, or Ollendorf’s 


system, 2. As to price, consult a bookseller. 


3. With perseverance you ought to acquire a 
fsir knowledge ot French within a year’s time. 


4, Capable of much improvement. 


R. P. (Port Hope.)—1. Lack of proper circu- 
lation of the blood has a tendency to turn the 
face and hands blue when exposed to the cold. 
A good remedy is bathing and plenty of exer- 
2. You would have to be 
on the spot to get any satisfactory answer to 
3. A spongeand tepid 
water is best for cleaning celluloid cuffs and 


cise in tepid water. 
your second question. 
collars, 


A Woman's Prayer. 





Why did we quarrel’? Ob, love, was it well, 
We, bounden by ties too many to teil, 
Should play our parts so ill, 
That now when we meet, I may not lay 
My hand in vour cordial clasp and say, 
‘* God bless you, darling!" still? 


We used to finish our letters so, 
In the dear old days of long ago, 
Ere we learnt to thrill 
At the touch of each other's bands, and burn 
With a troubled, trembling, sweet concern. 
God bless you, darling, still ! 


But you were hasty, and I was proud ; 
And neither spirit as yet was cowed 
By pressage of coming ill. 
For you left me ; and I—I let you go; 
Nor shadow of sorrow I deigned to show. 
God bless you, darling, still ! 


Yes, I say it now, though we meet so cold. 
With never a word of the days of old, 
And never a smile to fill 
The aching void in each other’s heart ; 
Yet, love, mine echoes before we part, 
God bless you, darling, still ! 





What He Pulled Up. 

‘The other day I rowed down the river,’ 
said an old Texan granger, ‘‘and saw some 
cowboys staking off a claim in the richest 
bottom-land on my place. They were armed 
with Winchester rifles, and were desp’rately 
impudent.” 

“Did you pull up their stakes?” asked his 
neighbor. 

**Not much!” was the reply. 
the stream.” 


“T pulled up 


(1). Your mother should invite some of 


(2). The bride- 
be invited to the 
wedding, and special attention should be paid 
t) them. You know, of course, that it is the 
pace of the bridegroom's father to take your 
nother into breakfast, and that your father 
The bride- 
goom’s relatives ought to call on the fiancee 
They 


.80. I have not much doubt about the origin of 
a good deal of the trouble as it exists; I re- 
member years ago, when I was working in 
England in '66, the Dean of Ely said: 
are two kinds of men that we cannot trust, as 
a rule. 


‘There 


It is not owing to themselves, but to 
their system; one is the Romanist and the 


other is the Methodist. And this is why: You 


have the confessional in both churches; you 
have the confession of badness in the Roman 
Catholic Church and the profession of goodness 
in the Methodist Church. You may take the 
ordinary man when he goes to confess his 
iniquities ; he desires to get off as lightly as pos- 
sible ; he wants to have as small a bill as he can, 
for he has to pay for every sin that he acknowl- 
edges having committed. It is the same way 
in the market when a man is buying anything; 
he doe; the same thing. Then,’ said the Dean, 
‘you go to the Methodist Church, and every 
man there is selling—that is, the mass of man- 
kind—and they want to get as good a price for 
their article as it is possible to get. The Ro- 
manist and the Methodist don’t know anything 
about it, but they get into a positive system of 
lying. I mean just what I say; it is perfectly 
true. I pointed this out years ago, and was 
treated to two or three columns of pretty stiff 
abuse by Dr. Dewart for my remarks, but I had 
a converagation with a Methodist class leader, 
and he told me I was perfectly correct. 


This is the method of holding a class-meet- 
ing: The first person in the class is asked what 
is his state. He answers; and possibly his an- 
sawer is true. A second one copies it, a third 
and fourth. The sixth relation of experience 
may be true, but man is imitative, and there 
will still be many who will copy either 
the sixth or the first. There you get a 
perfect system of lying. They don’t believe 
they are doing anything wrong; they are not, 
indeed, conscious that they are lying, ex- 
cept where they have some ulterior object in 
view. Owing to this very thing there has 
come to be a feeling amongst people that they 
have to make a certain profession—that they 
must come up toa standard—which is simpiy 
impossible for them to hold, 

*‘In the Church of England I will tell you 
where the trouble comes in. There is a little 
passage in the second of Corinthians which 
speaks of a man “eating and drinking his own 
damnation.” Because it is misunderstood it 
frightens many away from communion. The 
people to whom it referred were troubled in 
one of two ways: They conducted their meet- 
ings on the old system; it was like a picnic 
where each man brought his own basket, and 
one man might have a good lunch and another 
might not. Those who were rich were perhaps 
intoxicated before the time of the love-feast, 
and the others were perhaps looking for some- 
thing more. Paul said to them, ‘ You don't 
come for Christ’s sake ; you come in a drunken 
sost of way; you don’t know what you are 
doing,’ and to some ‘you come for the loaves 
and fishes.’ Then look at the state of things 
which prevailed in the time of James I and 
James II, At that time no man could hold an 
official position unless he was a communicant, 
and they became communicants simply to hold 
official posts. The only reason a man can have 
for coming to the Lord’s table is for Christ’s 
sake, and when he comes for anything else he 
is “eating and drinking damnation to him- 
self.” 

Then there is another thing which keeps men 
from being known as Christians. They are of 
the kind who say, ‘‘I am afraid of my life, 
that I can’t come up to the standard, 
I am afraid of bringing disgrace upon the 
church; I would rather stand back and not 
take a prominent position.” That was one 
thing against me in my life atOxford. I found 
that I wanted to lead a certain kind of life with 
other young men that were there. I had been 
a communicant, but I didn't want to go to 
the communion ; I wanted to stay away from 
it. After a while I thought that here was a 
thing that I must not take out, that I might 
just as well take out faith in Christ or anything 
else ; that I had no right to make an exception. 
I felt that I had to make my choice between 
one or the other. You have read Ecce Homo? 
The author says: Mere is your initiation in 
baptism, and here is your bond of club union in 
the other sacrament. There you are bound to 
go. Well, you find an enormous number of 
people in Toronto who don t deny Christianity, 
who admire it, but they don’t want to come 
out decidedly and prepare themselves to be 
members by such an open act as going to the 
communion. 

I think it is a very singular thing that the 
whole Baptist form of life—that is its division 
from the rest of Protestantism—rose out of 
one simple little thing that I don’t suppose 
one Baptist in a hundred knows, and that 
is that it was held by some that if a man 
committed mortal sin after his baptism, 
he was damned for eternity. There was 
nothing more for him; he had to stick 
there or be lost. And so in the time of 
Jerome they tried to put off a man’s baptism 
until he was about to die, the same as extreme 
unction is administered in the Church of Rome. 
There you find the whole theory of being afraid 
of eating and drinking one’s own damnation 
as far as I can understand it. A man says, 
here is a solemn thing; I would like to have 
the privilege; I would like to be a child of God, 
I would like to be saved, but I am afraid to 
come out! Well, it is just as a man re- 
marked about the Bible. Ifjthe Bible is all 


wrong and was written by man it is a proof of 
man’s longing after immortality. Here is a 
desire on the part of people for eternity, and 
yet they wish to keep away from their duty 
just as long as possible. That is human nature, 

Then there are excuses. One of the biggest 
excuses the Devil ever gave a man is that he 
fears he might become a hypocrite. I remem- 
ber a man saying to me, “Mr. Baldwin, I 

haven't been to church, and I will tell you 
why.” Said he, ‘*There 1s So-and-So and So- 
and-So who go to your church and some of 
them are communicants. Well, I don’t care to 
be mixed up with that crowd, some of them 
are no better than they should be. I don't 
believe in hypocrisy.” 

I said to the man, who was a chemist, ‘I 
want you to do one thing for me; put up your 
shutters on your shop windows.” 

“* What do yon mean?” said he. 

“Why, do you mean to tell me that all 
chemists are honest men? If you tell me 
that some of them lie and are humbugs, 
you had better put up your shutters. IfI were 
you I would not be mixed up with such acrowd: 
or be in a business in which there are hypo- 
crites and humbugs.” 

He said, ‘‘ We can’t keep out hypocrites ; it is 
impossible |” 

‘*No, nor we can't keep them out of the 
church,” said I. So I think the fact that men 
are afraid of being hypocrites is simply one of 
the devices of our enemy. I have often said 
this to my young people, using as an example: 
Here is a lady who goes out and leaves a bit of 
silk on the table, and her little child comes in 
and sees it and thinks it very nice and gets a 
pair of scissors and cuts it allup. Then it goes 
to work with needle and thread and sews it 
into something that it thinks is very pretty and 
presents it tothe mother when she comes home. 
The mother is very sorry that the silk is all 
ruined but as the child did it to please her, she 
is not angry with the child. Now you can go 
to the holy communion and do it all upside 
down but it will be pleasing to God as long as 
you go with the right heart. I think that is 
the only hope there is. We are all failing crea- 
tures; all the time doing what is wrong, the 
disciples of our Saviour made mistakes and 
Peter made a mistake years after the Holy 
Ghost fell upon him and St. Paul had to re- 
prove him for it. 

Many a time as I have given the communion 
to people I have wondered how it could pos- 
sibly have existed to this present time, it is 
such a simple little thing. Jc is the very sim- 
plicity of the thing that binds us all together. 

Why men should be afraid of being called 
hypocrites in religion and not in the world is 
something I cannot understand. Men may go 
into business and profess to be honest men, yet 
they might be mistaken for hypocrites. Some 
action on their part which was perfectly right 
might be misinterpreted. It is the same thing 
in religion as it is in the world, as it is in bus- 
iness. No more sincerity is required of a man 
in one than in the other. If a man does not 
want God, to live to God, he is not forced to 
come; he is invited and is drawn that way, 
but he is not obliged to come. It is just as 
if you invited me to your house. Now 
I am not to suppose that you do not wish 
me to come and stay away from it on that 
account. Why should I put that barrier in the 
way? God says come to my house and I will 
give you all that your soul requires. Why 
should we put barriers in our own way?” 

On being asked if he had read Robert Els- 
mere, Mr. Baldwin said he had read a portion 
of it, but found nothing to alarm any one in it; 
the hero was not very marvelous after all, 
Said he: 

‘““T know a good deal about the schools of 
thought of which the author speaks. I know 
how easy it would have been for Oxford men 
at that time to have gone perfectly wrong. 
We began to think there was very little in 
spiritual things and questioned them pretty 
broadly, and there was only asort of paper-wall 
to keep us together. When I went to Oxford 
in ’63, as regards ourselves, there was practic- 
ally no religion at all; there was the outside 
shell, you might say, but there was nothing 
else, At Cambridge there was a nucleus of 
religious men. At our college—Queen’s—at 
Oxford we had a sermon only once a year; that 
was all. We had chapel at 7 o’clock in the 
morning, which was merely gabbled over. 
You had to be there right at the minute the 
clock struck, or you could not get in; the door 
went bang! The service took a quarter of an 
hour, and twice a week it only took ten 
minutes. If you kept only three of these 
morning chapels in the week you would estab- 
lish a bad record and you could get off easily, 
but if you were a pious fellow and usually 
went the six days in the week and missed one 


day they would haul you up because they | 


would think you were failing in grace. If you 
had established a bad record they were pleased 
that you attended atall. On Sundays I think 
we used to have chapel at eight o'clock, which 
lasted for twenty minutes. That was gabbled 
just as hard as it could be gabbled right 
through, and sometimes we slept through it. 
Then we used to have a,big breakfast. I 
belonged to the Pre-Adamite Club, which 
meant that things were to be free and 
easy. After our breakfast we would go for 
a grind in the country, being required to 
be back at chapel at five o’clock. That took 
half an hour; nothing more. Then there was 
dinner, and after, that we were at liberty to go 
and wine in some one’s rooms. That was the 
religion of Oxford. We hada few people who 
were what was called ritualistic,—I think 
about half-a-dozen,—who tried to fast a part ot 
Friday, but had a blow-out at half-past nine in 
the evening on boiled; eggs, etc. Then there 
were the godless ones; these belonged mostly 
to the Church of England, though there were 
some Presbyterians and they were the worst 
of all. They got so far as to play cards on Sun- 
days and freed themselves from all restraints. 

** Of course there was everything one wanted 
in the way of religion if one sought for it. 
You could begin. by going to chapel at seven 
o'clock ; then you could go to your own chapel, 
then to one of the university sermons, then to 
a morning service, and after that you could go 
to your own service if you wanted, while in the 
evening, perhaps, there would be some man 
lecturing on the Bible, but the fellows seldom 
went there. 

“ Prof. Gray in Robert Elsmere represents the 











broad school; it was the school of old Dean 
Stanley, Jewett and Tennyson. There was 
some beauty about the broad church, but the 
fact was that the low church and the high 
church fought like cats and dogs, and we felt 
that we could not belong to either one or the 
other. I thought, however, that there was a 
little Christianity in the broad church.” 

Mr. Baldwin also remarked that he could not 
take a church paper because they were in- 
tensely partisan and distasteful to him. With 
reference to Canon Farrar’s recent utterances 
he thought they were generally misunderstood; 
his original statements differed greatly from 
what people have made out of them. Canon 
Farrar never taught, as one lady expressed it, 
that we have “ got rid of this horrid bugaboo 
of everlasting punishment. There is an old mis- 
take that people make about it. I believe the 
punishment is for those who persistently after 
enlightenment reject the Saviour; there is no 
question about that. The others are not in the 
same category at all ; they may be ‘ beaten with 
few stripes.’ The offers of God are all love and 
mercy and goodness—always, and ic is for the 
rejection of these that the punishment is pre- 
pared. God's is like a woman's love; the 
stronger it is, when wounded, the more it will 
turn against the man who has wronged her, 
and rightly too.” Don. 





Varsity Chat. 


The ladies of Moulton Baptist College, Bloor 
street, were entertained by their co-religionists 
of McMaster Hall Thanksgiving evening. The 
return match, if I may speak so irreverently, 
is soon to be played. So it is whispered at any 
rate, 





* 

Mr. W. Brydone, second vice president of the 
Literary Society, made his maiden bow as 
chairman last Friday evening. A stranger 
would not have known the difference. 


Mr. J. W. McMillan, B.A., of Knox, dropped 
in towards the close, and apparently enjoyed 
the proceedings as in the days of his youth, 
when he was the chairman’s right hand man. 


The federation ripple has passed over us 
without producing any appreciable change in 


the temperature. 
+ 


If, as Dr. Dewart says it must, the scheme 
be carried out as intended, we will be glad of it. 
There can be no doubt about its desirability, 
and we have Jooked forward with considerable 
expectancy to its consummation. 


But on the contrary if it fall through we 
draw ourselves up in impregnable self- 
sufficiency and say ‘“‘all right,” going on our 
way rejoicing. 


That a good scheme should be authoritatively 
decided upon and then without any new light 
be opposed through a small desire for puny 
independence is a curious comment on even re- 
generate human nature. 


An effort is being made to boom class organi- 
zation. It has been spoken of before, but 
active steps have not been taken till this time. 
A meeting of the class of ‘89 is called for Wed- 
nesday. There is room for a variety of opinions 
on this question; perhaps I may give mine 


when I am sure what it is. 
. 


We scan the pages of the Varsity in vain for 
our old friend Di- Varsities. NEMO. 


Fun With the Editor, 


A sad-eyed man with a bald head and ears so 
big that they looked like the fans of a windmill, 
blew in through SaturDAyY NiGuHT’s editorial 
rooms one day last week, and interrupted the 
remarks of the Society editor, who has just 
become a male parent—twins—and was assert- 
ing in a positive tone that marriage was a 
failure. The sad-eyed man planted himself on 
a broken biscuit box and assaulted one of the 
artist’s 25-cent cigars without a quiver. ‘‘I've 
got a little joke I'd like you to print,” he said 
in a sad and solemn tone, while he reached out 
a pair of hefty feet and left them lying on the 
editor's desk. ‘‘It’sa nice little joke. It kind 
of came on me in a lump, and I’ve been afraid 
to let it go for fear it might hit somebody and 
hurt him. I have said nothing about it to any- 
one.” 

‘“‘That was very considerate of you,” re- 
marked the managing editor, sarcastically. 
‘*He might get mad if you did, and go aftera 
brick or something.” 

‘“*What for?” asked the man, innocently. 

**Oh, I don’t know. To build a house with 
or to crack something. Go on.” 

‘** You make me feel somewhat embarrassed,” 
remarked the visitor. 

‘*Pray, don’t mind me,” said the editor. ‘*Go 
right ahead as if you were talking to the sum- 
mer zephyrs or the midnight moon, Just turn 





the hose right on that joke, and if it’s funny» 


enough we'll make it echo down the halls 
time.” 

‘*That’s very kind of you,” remarked the 
visitor. ‘‘I thought it would be a good scheme 
to work this joke of mine in the shape of a 
conundrum—conundrums are funny, don’t you 
think so?” 

** Some of them are,” said the editor, reflect- 
ively. ‘‘Some of them are funny enough to 
open oysters with. Then, again, tome of them 
are not ; and some of them are in the hospital 
for repairs, and others have grown whiskers 
and are roaming through the wide, wide world 
on crutches.” 

‘* Well, this conundrum is quite new. Here 


she goes. Why should a girl who is constantly 
falling in love be call Potatoes? Give it 
up?” 

Yes.” 


‘** Because she otten gets mashed.” 


The soft winds of the warm autumnal day 
blew through the broken window-pane, rustled 
the manuscripts on the editor’s desk, stirred 
dreawily amid the exchanges on the floor, and 
lifted a long lock of black hair from the artist's 
pallid brow. A pert little sparrow on the win- 
dow sill cocked his head on one side and stared 
inquiringly at the tortoiseshell cat in the yard 
below, who elevated his long tail and glared 
enviously back at the sparrow. And theeditor 
sat down on the broken biscuit box with a 
weird, wan smile on his cultured face, and 
watched the office-boy pick = the mangled 
remnants of a sad-eyed man with a bald hea’, 
and ears so big that they looked like the sails 
of a wind mill, and cart them out to the ash 
barrel. SPIFF, 
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CHAPTER XIII.—Continvep, 


The girl's eyes were shining with a light 
Airlie had never seen there before; and yet it 
was but mild radiance compared with the blaze 
of gladness in hisown. As their eyes met, so 
they drew nearer by mute accord, and, as sings 
Tennyson, their spirits rushed together in full 
understanding ‘‘at the meeting of the lips.” 

““And so you have been wearing my ring 
since you won it at the harvest-revels?” 
—— Guelda presently, with a shy glad 
sinile. 

Airlie started, looking down at a plain gold 
ring he wore, 

* What—you recognised it?” 

“No; but the night we came I recognized 
the scar on your hand you got that day. And 
even in disguise I thought I knew you.” 

Ronald Airlie and Guelda Seaton had taken 
their first walk together; plainly fate meant it 
should not be their last, but that they were to 
be companions in a far longer walk on earth, 
till one or other grew tired and went home. 

Between these two there seemed perfect 
sympathy. As neither could tell which had 
loved first or which could love best, so there 
was hardly any thought of conquest in the 
heart of either. It all seemed a natural con- 
sequence from the moment they had first seen 
each other under “‘the greenwood tree ;” 
wooing or winning had been little in the 
thoughts of either when sad in heart these last 
long months—rather the miserable feeling that 
a cruel fate had parted them as in sport, 
coupled with an inward strange certainty, born 
of great love’s intuition, that if they could but 
meet neither was indifferent to the other. 
Happy pair, even in unhappiness! They con- | 
fided all this and much more to each other’s 
hearing, sitting down br the singing burn ona 
mossy rock overhung by the bunny broom and 
scarlet-berried mountain-ashes. 

*“Do you belive that two beings really are 
ever made for each other, destined so before- 
hand in some unknown sphere?” asked Guelda 
confidingly in her lover’s ear, with a pretty 
deprecation of the question in her voice and 
gesture. 

Ronald laughed out cheerily. 

‘““What—that in the plan of creation pairs 
wer: fashioned male and female, and yet sent 
separately into the world to wander up and 
down seeking each other, and most often in 
vain? Certainly not! No benevolent Provi- 
dence, but only the goddess of discord could 
invent so fiendish a torture for poor humanity. 
No, no; had you and I never met but once, my 
forest-queen, we should each have loved the 
next best person we met in life, depend upon 
it—always supposing you do think me the 
best.” he added, with playful but very loving 
humility. 

“First and best and alone in my thoughts,” 
owned Guelda, in the greatness of her joy. 
*“*Yet, Ronald, you yourself told me you felt 
from the first as if we two needed no acquaint- 
ance, as if we already knew each uther.” 

** Because of our rare sympathy, dearest. 
We are far happier in that than most, believe 
me. Think how many beings are miserable 
because they never seem to meet their other 
selves in life, or, meeting, find it is too late, 
and shave to content themselves as best they 
can !” 

“Then, if we were parted, Ronald, would 
you content yourself without me?” asked 
Guelda, earnestly. 

“Never!” uttered the young man, half 
springing up, a red flush rising to his very 
brow, a strange set look on his face. ‘“ What 
—give youup when you have promised to be 
mine? No power onearth but your own will 
shall separate us now. What do you mean? 
Ah, I know—your grandfather—he may not 
forgive me because my name is Airlie! Tell 
me, Guelda—will you be true to me still in 
such a case? Which would you choose—him 
or me?” 

‘*l have given you my word ; I carnot change 
that,” said Guelda, greatly troubled ; then, in 
sudden pleading—‘* But what do your words 
mean? We were so happy till a minute ago. 
Tell me, Ronald—has your family wronged my 
grandfather?” 

** No—Heaven knows!” returned Airlie, with 
a gloomy look, “It is always those who dothe 
wrong who can never pardon!” 

‘**Only tell me what it is?” entreated Guelda. 
** Ah, lremember! Was this your third reason 
for avoiding me. You said Islay believed you 
were the last person living who would be likely 
to care for me.” 

‘‘It was my third reason,” answered Ronald 
low, bending his head so that she could not see 
his expression ; but then, after a few moments, | 
he looked her gaily in the face, saying, with a | 
laugh, * An old family quarrel, sweet-heart. It | 
need not signify to us any more than the feuds | 
of the Montagues and Capulets. Forgiveness | 
belongs to the injured, you know. Well, I for- | 
give for your dear sake. I can even do more—I 
will forget!” 

‘* And you will not tell me what it is?” 

** Another tine. Let us be quite happy to- 
gether now.” 

Thereupon they were perfectly blissful fora 
long, long time, while the sun slanted lower 
and luwer. How they talked! Guelda told of 
her old and new life, her bewildered feelings at 
the sudden transformation-scenes through 
which she had passed. Then she confided how 
she had tancied Ronald to be like St. 
Michael. 

I kept that little book always with me; it 
wasthe one thing I carried away from the cottage 
that night,” she owned, blushing as Ronald 
bent in ecstasy to kiss her. 

And Airlie, to please her, had to sketch his 
o~ n life from boyhood upwards—the orphan’s 
loneliness—for his mother died at his birth, 
and his father but a little later, broken down 
with trouble—then the coming to Islay Castle, 
to his only relatives and nearest of kin, his 
second cousins—how Islay and he _ had 
rambled over these moors together, knit in 
love passing that of brothers; of their first 
guns, and of Ronald’s first stag slain one holi- 
day-time, and how proud Islay had been, as if 
the achievement both boys had longed for were 
his very own. Then he spoke gratefully of the 
dead Duchess’ easy kindness, and how Grizel 
had been a sister to him. 

**We must confide in her!” exclaimed Ronald. 
** She will be so glad!” 

** Yes,” replied Guelda slowly. 

**ah, I know what is in your mind!” pursued 
Ronald, wrong for once in his divining of his 
love's thoughts. ** But, without conceit, I really 
believe Grizel has always cared for me just as 
much as for Islay, oreven more. We are her 
bro’ hers and you are her greatest friend.” 

**Tell me of your later life,” went on Guelda 
gently. ‘‘ You went to London—you entered 
the Guards. I heard everywhere of your name 
in society.” 

The girl looked at him proudly, Few men 
indeed were mvure admired. praised, and loved 
in secret by women than Ronald Airlie, who 
had taken all his conquests lightly hitherto ; 
fewer still were as great a favorite as he was 
among his comrades and those who knew him 
well. 

‘Never mind my life these last years. It was 
no better—I hope no worse—than that of hun- 
dreds of other men,” answered Rorald some- 
what humbly. ‘I liked society, but often felt 
one in a crowd. Only for meeting you, dear, I 
should have volunteered for active service this 
winter, just to get my pulses stirred, Never 
mind the past ; let us talk of our future lives 
instead.” 

So they made happy plans in which the 
course of their true love ran smooth; or, if 
Loid Loudon should frown on them, then they 
must be patient. Like happy children, they 
babbled at times of impossible castles in the 
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air, laughing at each other's fancies, Like 
lovers, they wandered hand in hand up the 
glen asthe evening fell; and Guelda insistea 
that Ronald should pick her purple whortle- 
berries he found here and there in crannies of 
the cliff. 

‘*“See here—I have far more than you!” 
laughed Guelda, holding out a stalk on which 
four or five crimson berries deficately hung. 
‘But I will be generous, and divide all with 
you. 

‘* You are generous in more than that!” ex- 
claimed Ronald, with sudden pain and passion 
in his voice, as she stood before him trans- 
tigured in her beauty by the evening sun that 
gilded her bare fair head with the glory as of a 
halo. ‘‘ Darling, do you know what you are 
doing in promising to share your all with me 
that is so much more than mine? You are an 
heiress, they say, aud the beauty of the season, 
whilst I am——” 

‘*My King Cophetua, who loved the beggar- 
maid!” cried Guelda, in an answering rapture 
of emotion. ‘ For your sake I have refused till 
now every man who has asked me to become 
his wife. Henceforth, whatever happens, if 
even we are for ever parted, I will marry no 
other man.” 

** You promise that !” exclaimed Airlie, in a 
transport of love and joy, holding out his arms 
to her as the girl stood above him on the rocky 
path, 

**I promise that!”—and Guelda stepped 
royally down, to be folded in his embrace. 

The rabbits played down the glen, and 
a flight of plover passed high over-head, bound 
for the loch where the tide was coming in salt 
and fresh; grilse were springing up the little 
white watertalls of the burn, which boiled and 
foamed with mimic roar, unheeded in the 
ears of these two, They saw nothing but each 
other’s faces, heard naught save each other’s 
whispered words, 

Man and maid at last remembered there was 
another world outside the Eden in their hearts 
—ay, even beyond this little one of nature’s 
making in the glen around them. With foot- 
steps that pressed lingeringly the springy 
heather-tufts, they went on up the ever-deep- 
ening, narrowing glen. The rocky path still 
wound under high cliffs overhung with trees 
and mantled with broom and bramble trails. 
The burn slipped among huge boulders into 
clear cold pools, such as Dian’s nymphs would 
have loved to seek during noon-tide heats, aud 
bathe their white limbs in, unseen of prying 
Acton. 

Up a narrow zig-zag path they wandered, 
over rocky crags and wooden bridges to the 
upper moor—through the dark fir woods to the 
grand old Castle, back to the wurld of society 
and of fellow men and women. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


A few days later Guelda Seaton, in heather- 
colored dress, a deer-stalkers cap covering her 
bright hair, was slivping out alone, and, as she 
hoped, unob-erved, through a postern door in 
the old castle when she met Lady Grizel face 
to face. 

** Why, Guelda, you are not going out?” ex- 
claimed her ladyship. ‘* Look at the sky—there 
will be a storm!” 

** Dear Grizel, don’t mind me. I am a country 
girl, you know, and not afraid of weather ; be- 
sides, I like the fresh air and to go out alone 
sometimes,’ begged Guelda, feeling like a 
culprit towards her friend. 

** But not to be alone all the time,” returned 
Lady Grizel, with a keen glance out of her 
biack flashing eyes and in a brusque tone. 
**You are going to the glen, I suppose? You 
have grown very fond of it since that day when 
you left us fishing for trout in the kyle; but 
you must have found something better worth 
the having.” 

* Grizel !” was all poor Guelda answered, but 
in a tone so gentle, xo touching in its loving 
reproach, that it sank deeply into her friend's 
heart. Then she added softly, very slowly, 
‘Even if I did tind a treasure in the glen, do 
not be angry with me. I would give up any- 
thing else in the world to you, Grizel, believe 
me—-perhaps this; but it is not mine to give.” 

There was dead silence for a few moments in 
the little hall. It was a small stone room hol- 
lowed out of the thickness of one of the towers; 
no one passed out this way but members of the 
family or intimates—Ronald Airlie had shown 
the way to Guelda. Lady Grizel had turned 
away her head; then she covered her face with 
her hands and burst into tears. 

‘*Taman ill-tempered wretch!” she muttered. 





| ** Forgive me, dear; you know I do love you 


with all my heart—and him. No, you could not 
helpit. ! had imagined another future for you 
both—that was al!; so I have been cross and 
disagreeable during the last few days, as you 
must have seen.” 

‘Then you knew?” asked Guelda, amazed, 


| remembering now that Lady Grizel had of late 


looked gloomy at moments. ‘* Does any one 





** No, no one else that I know of. I watched 
you going to the glen—that was all; and I 
guessed the rest. Now ygo—Ronald will be 
waiting for you.” 

**Guelda hesitated a moment; then. coming 
humbly quite close to her friend, she whispered 
pleading'y : 

*-Grizel, forgive me ; indeed I could not help 
it! Weshould have told you, but he thought 
it best to wait a little till nearer mv time for 
going away. It has all been so sudden, or 
rather it began on the first day we ever saw 
each other in the forest.” 

She did not say why she sought forgiveness ; 
but Lady Grizel must have understuod, and 
her own heart could hold out no longer against 
the winning accents of the friend whom she 
indeed loved better than herself; so the two 
girls put theirarms about each other and wept. 
Suddenly, with quick returaing pride, Grizel 
forced a laugh, and recovering herself good- 
humoredly, pushed Guelda to the door, and, 
gaily bidding her ‘‘Go and be happy,” shut her 
out. 

The soft air had felt strangely heavy all the 
morning. Now, as Guelda hurried towards the 
glen, there were thick clouds tnat seemed to be 
playing with the mountains, at times curling 
over their bare crests in coquettish gray mists, 
anon dragging heavily great masses of vapor 
along the higher ridges. It was a visible meet- 
ing of earth and sky. 

She went through a dark fir wood, like a vast 
natural hall with its carpets of heather, red- 
pillared stems, and thick spreading root over- 
head. Not a bough stirred as the girl descended 
a narrow dangerous path leading into the glen; 
hardly a needle quivered on the topmost 
feathery branches of the tall larches; the still- 
ness was intense. All at once a warning shiver 
seemed to pass over the hills; a current of 
colder air rushed up the glen, across the moors 
above a breeze blew at the same instant, and 
great drops of rain pattered down. 

In a few more seconds the storm began. 
Rumbling peals of thunder broke across the 
sky, then grew louderand came nearer. Forked 
flashes of lightning played above ‘he mountain- 
tops, and the heavy rain poured down thick 
and fast. The wind caught Guelda’s dress, 
wrapping it round her so that she could hardly 
struggle on; the rain beat in her face. Be- 
wildered and frightened. for she dared not go 
back up the slippery path through the wood, 
knowing the terrors of such a storm, Guelda 
paused to think. 

She remembered a little cave near at hand, a 
narrow fissure in the cliff, and hastened thither 
for shelter. Safe herself, her thoughts flew in- 
stantly to Ronald. * He may be caught on the 
open moor, coming down tothe glen head,” she 
reasoned in anxious fear, 

The duke and all the rest of the house-party 


were at that very moment in a still more ex- 

ed spot on the mountain-side; but, woman 
ike, Guelda hardly gave them even a thought. 
Ronald had urged her to meet him here, as 
they had met each day of late, promising to 
quit the shooting-party on some excuse—what 
lover could do more when staying at a High- 
land deer forest famous through both Scotland 
and England for its sport ? 

But surely he was late! An accident must 
have happened! Guelda had waited barely 
five minutes, but she was trembling already ; 
brave for herself, her foolish loving heart was 
beating fast with terror for another. In amo 
ment more she must have rushed out of sheltrr 
and struggled on her way up the glen, through 
the wild rain and fierce wind, when a man’s 
tall figure came past a rock; a cheery “Hallo!” 
answered a little cry from the cave, and in a 
minute, regardless that he himself was as wet 
as any merman, Guelda had thrown herself 
into Ronald's arms. 

**So you did come after all! I getermined fo 
search the glen through, but almost hoped you 
were safe and dry indoors,” exclaimed Airlie. 

*“Do you still wish me back at the Castle?” 
said Guelda, laughing lovingly up into his 
handsome sunny face. ‘For, if so, I can go 
this minute. I am no more afraid of a wetting 
than you are.” 

** Not for worlds!” uttered Ronald in adeeper 
voice, holding her in his arms, and looking 
down at her, as if afraid she might really rush 
into danger. You are brave enough to be a 
soldier's wife; but, child, I thank Heaven you 
were not out long in this lightning. Coming 
down to the glen I saw blue flame on the barrel 
of my gun, and a hot blast seemed to scorch my 
arm. No, no; I-am not hurt—only a little 
numbed ’—as Guelda turned pale and looked at 
him in anxiety. ** But think of my feelings if I 
had found you perhaps lying still and lifeless in 
the heather up there!” 

*“Orlyou! Do not separate our love, even in 
thought, Ronald, or our lives either.” 

**“No; we ought to be struck down in close 
embrace, as I have heard a ‘lover and his lass’ 
died by lightning, and I should have you al 
ways,” burst from Ronald's lips with a curious 
short laugh, but with a vehemence that almost 
startled Guelda, although she knew that be- 
neath his sunshine of manner and glad temper 
her ‘St. Michael” had the resolve of him who 
slew the dragon. with strong human passions 
besides. ‘‘Wuuld you wish such a death as 
that?” he added, his gaze seeming to search 
her soul. 

* Yes,” replied Guelda, solemnly. ‘I should 
be glad if we might die together when our time 
comes, 


The rain still fell thick and fast for an hour or 
more, while the chariot-wheels of the old gods 
seemed rumbling across the sky, to clash to- 
gether in shock of battle-fray, and their forked 
lightning spears were hurled in furfous flashes. 
Kut these two cared neither for weather, place, 
nor flight of time. To them January would 
have been a season of nDlooming rose-buds while 
they were planning the happiness of their future 
joint lives, 

*But I must tell Islay—I feel such a hypo- 
crite in keeping our secret longer from him,” 
declared Ronald, sighing. ‘* Afterall, he would 
only have had the misery of knowing our hap- 
piluess these few days, and we should have been 
miserable even in our joy. But to-night, if I 
can tind an opportunity, it will only be fair to 
let him know.” 

** You did not tell him last night, then?” 

‘* No; my heart failed me. I could not on the 
day of the gathering, when he looked so proud 
among his clansmen, and as happy as a king— 
dear old Islay!” 

‘*Some one else looked even more like a 
king,” murmured Guelda, nestling comfortably 
closer to his shoulder. ‘* How they all cheered 
you when you won the prizes so often! I would 
nave gladly cried, I was so proud! They 
shouted for you as often as for Islay; and I 
heard some old Highlanders saying to each 
other, “ If we had not so good a Wuke, yon 
Airlie would make a grand one!” 

** Heaven forfend! ‘They and you little know! 
Islay is worth a dozen of me,” quoth Airhe, in 
honest humility. ‘“‘ You have made a great 
mistake in choosing me, my queen.” 

**How can I help that? You are my fate,” 
said the girl, with a soothing happy lavgh, as 
soft as a wood-dove’s note. 

Slowly the rain ceased—the light grew clear 
but subdued as the sky brightened. The noises 
of wind and rain ceased in the glen, and cheer- 
ful sounds of birds and the les:er animal and 
insect life broke out around, 


Looking down the narrow valley, they could 
just see the blue strip of loch, beyond which 
the colors of the fresh-washed moorland were 
exquisite, wonderful shades of reddish-violet 
heather mingling with the golden-brown of 
bracken and gorse, while here and there were 
tiny cultivated fens, the pale hue of late-mown 
“Hay-tields alternating with the sbarp emerald 
green of turnip-patches se® in the vast expanse 
of brown rollipg mour, with never a fence to 
break its beauty of freedom. 


** See there !” said Guelda presently, pains 
to where the nearest dark mountains loome 
over the glen far above the highest tree-tovs. 
White mist-wreaths were floating over their 
blue-black sides, assuming strange half-huiman 
shapes, ‘* They remind me of how the immer- 
tals were thought to pass between earth and 
Olympus wrapped in just such clouds,” 

‘Or wraiths of dead warriors riding from the 
fiela of battle. This is the land of Ossian,” an- 
swered Ronald. 

Happy though the pair were in their rock- 
refuge, yet presently the scent going up from 
the wet heather around, which had been so 
sweet at first, became absolutely stitiing. The 
air, still moisture-laden, seemed an invisible, 
impalpable weight that made Guelda’s head 
ache, while her complexion paied. 

Ronald noticed this quickly with his usual 
chivalrous thoughtfulness towards all women— 
especially this one, 

* You are a little faint—let ns come back at 
once by the near path.” 

* Buc the shooting-party—that is their way 
home.” 

‘No matter! I exhausted myself in excuses 
lately for leaving these sportsmen ; that was 
penance enough to propitiate Lady Venus, who 
ought to protect her followers,” laughed Air- 
lie. 

They followed the windings of the burn to 
where the glen widened into a tiny garden of 
Nature's very own. It was planted with trees 
and carpeted thickly with tall purple heather ; 
the river wound shallow and murmuring round 
it, while the high wooded cliff closed in to keep 
rough winds away. Crossing into this delight- 
ful spot and brushing through the broom that 
grew as high as themselves, their footsteps 
suddenly started a reddish object that sprang 
out of the heather, where it had been lying 
close. It was a little roe-deer, which bourded 
in alarm through its invaded favorite haunt 
and, plashing into the gravelly stream, tried 
this way and that to scale the steep wooded 
banks, dashing at last close back to where they 
stood hidden. Guelda whispered— 

“How beautiful! 1 do not know how any 
one can have the heart to kill such——” 

Before her words were ended a rifle-shot rang 
in their aay ears. The little animal gave one 
convulsive leap, then dropped under a birch- 
tree, its blood staining the turf, while its great 
dark eyes were full of almost a human expres- 
sion of anguish in its dearh-throes. Airlie gave 
a loud shout, as Guelda canght convulsively at 
hisarm, ‘The deer had fallen not a yard from 
her feet. 

A party of sportsmen, with dogs and gillies 
in attendance, came scrambling down the 
wooded clitf-side aud waded the water towards 
them, Islay leading. 

“What is the matter? Who is here?” he 
called out; then, confronting Ronald and 
Guelda side by side, he turned pale, ejaculat- 
ing, ** You!” 

There was an awkward silence, some of the 
men in the background exchanging glances. 

Ronald answered his cousin very quietly,both 
men exchanging a grave steady zlance. 

‘* Yes, we were here. It is lucky that shot of 








yours was so true, Islay, or it might hge found 
another victim in Miss Seaton. 

“Or yourself!” burst out the Dulj with a 
short bitter laugh. ud 

“T did not mention that, because$ would 
have mattered so much less,” returnefRonald, 
with the same quiet manner, while je frank 
look that still sought that of his b@ friend 
was fraught with sadness, 

Islay turned on his heel, feeling as i 
had blazed throueh his own brain. tried to 
occupy himself apparently in givin ections 
to the gillies about the dead roebuck, fhile the 
rest of the party moved slowly onwar 

Guelda could with difficulty keep @&ck the 
tears in her eyes. It grieved herfo> have 
grieved her sworn brother; she was sisorry— 
heart sorry—for good kind dslay. 

* You are vexed at that pretty creat@e being 
shot—and so near you too! Ah, ahjtender- 
hearted and nervous as women are, it#as dis 
turbing to the nerves!” said Sir Juli@ Inglis 
briskly, constituting himself her hwheward 
companion. With ready tact he camjto the 
front to save her from feeling uncon@rtaoble. 
** My old legs are stiff after to-day’s sqking— 
shall we drop a little behind! That sright— 
thank you!” Then, in a lower, cogorting 
tone—‘** Come, come, my dear chiid—dp’t fret 
about this little incident ; ‘all's well t@t ends 
well, you know; and, ‘pon my word, Jbelieve 
this will end very well.” 

““The Duke has been such a kind fiend to 
me, and I fear he is hurt,” murmured juelda 
looking with wet shining orbs into ger old 
friend's face. : 

‘“*Tut,tut! Is that all? You are too sqpitive; 
a lovely woman must make many men uhappy. 
What a snail the Duke is, though—loolat him 
far*behind us—a snail in more’ injrtant 
matters as well, I fancy, so no wonder ipthers 
get before him! However, we need pity 
him, for, as Shakespeare says, ‘ he caries his 
house upon his head ’—and a tine inhejtance, 
too, which ought to conso'e any man fé other 
losses.” : 

Guelda was very grateful for the ol« 
well-meant and plausible attempts to dmipate 
her regrets. Still Sir Julian judged Isly only 
by a very ordinary standard, and did notfo him 
justice ; neither perhaps did Guelda egn, for 
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that matter. Both looked up at the vag dark 
pile of the Castle rising before them, Wth its 
flag flying from the topmost tower, its grdens 


and park, woods, river and moor lyin ¢wide- 
spread around, ; 
‘It is a nonle inheritance,” said Sir » ian, 


dropping his tone of gay chat for one of sfious- 
ness. ‘*‘Many women would give me¢h to 
share it and the proud position and weal that 


the Duke of Islay can offer to his futurwife ; 
they would throw every other considerajpn to 
the winds.” 

“The Duke deserves a better fate;he is 
worthy to be liked for himself—and so trust 
he will be some day,” said Gueida, in lo# tirm 
tones, 

“Well said! Ah, Airlie has been tellirg you 
of his cousin’s good points, I dare say” re- 
turned the old diplomatist, with a sly mile. 
**Ronald is a chief favorite of mine. Jay I 
congratulate you on that speech?” | 

There was such a twinkle in his eyesthat 
Guelda could not help laughing, while a deper 
rose-flush on her cheeks betrayed the facithat 
she pleaded guilty to the soit impeachmeit in- 
sinuated, 

They were in a winding path between the 
garden yew-hedges at the time, Sir Jilian 
stopped short, and kissed the fair girl’s jand 
with cvurtly grace, j 

** My dear, | am surprised, but very gla "he 
said. ‘‘ You might not think such a batered 
old woridling had any romance under hisgray 
hairs still, and yet, l assure you, it warm the 
cockles of my heart to see a young couple rally 
in love. and like Romeo and Juliet, overcoaing 
ali the barriers of old family hatred and 
wrongs.” i 

“Sir Julian,” uttered Guelda, with parted ips, 
‘you once promi-ed to tell me why my gijnd- 
father was angry at Sheen, It wasat the nme 
of Airlie—so I guessed later—tell me the reson 
now. 

** You do not know the story then? Hasnot 
Ronald——” 

**No. He put my questions aside; but | do 
wish to know.” 

* Well, it is best you did. Briefly, then,gou 
are aware, I suppose, that Sheen Abbey anc its 
demesne did nuc belong to the Loudon fanily 
in former generations? The escutcheon aver 
the porch, the coats of arms in the stained yvin- 
dows of the chapel, the very tombstones hat 
pave the chapel floor will tell you that.” 

* They did not tell me, and no one ever sdd a 
word on the subject. Remember how lttle 
time I have spent there; and ail was so mw. 
The coats of arms and escutcheons—I donot 
understand heraldry. The tombstones—I melt 
on them, but they are so worn one can hatdly 
decipher the inscriptions, and I supposed jhey 
were those of my ancestors. Then to wiom 
did Sheen Abbey belong?” 

“To a family whose ancestors may beame 
yours,” answered Sir Julian, with a subtle 
smile; ‘to that of Ronald Airlie.” 

Guelda started in surprise. 

“Then how did they lose it? 
me all!” 

*It pone many years ago into the poses- 
sion of a younger brother ot a Duke of Islaj by 
marriage with the heiress of Sueen. He was 
Ronald Airlie’s grandfather, as Lord Loudon 
is yours. I rememverthem both well. We 
were wild young fellows in the Regency days, 
drinking heavily, and as to gambling, egad, not 
only ali night, but often all day! So your 
grandfather and Airlie played once together all 
night long aud in'o the afternoon of next day, 
with the curtains drawn and the candles kept 
lit. Every one of the ocher players had been 
carried out long before in a helpless condition— 
manners of the times! Airlie at one period 
won tremendously, like a tyro’s luck, for he 


Tell me—tell 


‘ seldom tried dice or cards, while Loudon was a 
, famous gamester. 


But later, poor Airlie not 
ouly lost his winnings, but clipped his fortune 
so deeply that in reckless despair he at last 
wagered Sheen Abbey itself.” 

** And lost?” 

** And lost,” gravely repeated Sir Julian. ‘‘He 
came out of that gawbling hell a penniless, 
homeless man.” : 

** How terrible.” mused the girl slowly, aloud, 
**to lose the old home, fortune, everything on 
athrow of the dice! But at least it was fair, 
surely? Where was the wrong? My grand- 
father might have lost as much, might he not?” 

* Humph!” Old Sir Julian tapped his stout 
stick on the ground as they slowly went on. 
“It is a delicate subject to discuss with a 
man’s grand daugbter ; still, the fact remains 
that Loucon was famous for being able to 
drink all the dandies of his day uuder tne table 
and yet be able to keep his head clear— wonder- 
ful nerve and self-possession ; but poor Airlie 
was hot-headed and generous-hearted to ex- 
cess. Nodoubt he had made the wager; yet, 
when Loudon showed him his signaiure to a 

aper the other had written handing over 
Seb Abbey, Airlie recollected nothing of the 
matter.” 

Guelda stopped dead; her eyes blazed, a 
dark color suffused her face. She said low, ina 
suflocated voice—— 

“Then you mean it was a—shameful deed ?” 

‘*No, no—oh, not so much as that!” inter- 
posed Sir Julian, airily, waving his stick, yet 
using constrained tones, “* Only the affair made 
a sensation in society. Lord Loudon was a 
man of honor, but I think myself he might 
have foregone taking his ‘pound of flesh’ in 
this case. Curious, he has never enjoyed Sheen 
much, has he?—except since you came to 
brighten his latter days.” 

** But the end of the story—what beeame of 
the Airlies?” asked Guelda low, with tears 
in her eyes; she could scarcely speak. 

* Oh, ah!” Sir Julhan hemmed, reluetantly. 
‘* Well, my friend Airlie was too high-spirited 
to dispute his own signature, of course, but— 
well, it broke bis heart. He waa grieved to 
death at having destroyed, as he thought, his 
son's prospects. However, Ronalds father 
married well, and, thoug': he and his penne 
wife died early, Ronald has a fair future, 























think, before him. 
right the wrong?” 
When they reached the castle, Guelda found 
a telegram awaiting her, signed by Hillis, the 
old family butler—— 
‘‘Lord Loudon is dangerously ill. Please 
return immediately.” ° 


CHAPTER XV. 


' — Paeaeies oe, Castle in haste an. 
1our after receiving the summons toh - 
father’s bedside. . Cina 

That same evening Ronald Airlie went 
straight to the duke’s private study at an hour- 
when he was likely to find him disengaged. 
Islay rose hastily trom where he had been sit- 
ting, gazing dreamily at a writing table, a 
pile of untouched letters before him, and looked 
straight at his cousin with a heavy countenance.. 
Never handsome at any time, yet his face was 
generally made pleasant by the good-humored 
expression that gave it light and play. Now 
that radiance was gone ; his eyes were dull and 
fixed, the muscles about the mouth were 
strained as when in pain and only largely- 
moulded, inert features, seemingly dull and 
stolid, met Ronald's sympathetic gaze. 

Islay’s iuner self was hidden. But Ronald 
knew his cousin's good heart thoroughly. 

‘You want to speak to me,” said the duke 
stiffiv, rising. 

“Yes,” returned Airlie impetuously, with 
strong feeling in his voice, his blue eyes show- 
ing an eager sympathy and affection that could 
not be gainsaid. “I have been waiting anx- 
iously for the first moment that you were 
alone to tell i the whole truth about my 
meeting with Miss Seaton this afternoon.” 

“Stop a moment!” interposed the duke, in a 
harsh voice. ‘* Are you engaged to her?” 

‘Islay, you have been better than ten 
brothers to me!” returned Ronald with falter- 
ing slowness. ‘‘Heaven knows that I tried to 
keep my word to you in this matter, and that I 
would give anything to spare you pain; but we 
are engaged.” 

“IT thought as much. Well, I am glad you 

are so, at all events, and not merely trifling: 
with the girl. You are rather used to affairs of 
the heart, I believe; I am not,” said Islay, with 
a bitter laugh. 
' * You are unjust,” was Airlie’s slow answer,,. 
feeling deeply burt, but yet knowing that it. 
behoved him to keep his temper under control, 
because he bad won the prize. “If I have had 
experiences of the kind you mean, they have: 
not been always of my own seeking.” 

After a minute’s pause Ronald Airlie burst 
out again, speaking with his whole heart. 

* At all events, Guelda is the only woman in 
the world I ever loved utterly, madly, and that 
at first sight, from the moment we met her in 
the forest.” 

‘And yet you received my confidences, andi 
even wished me good luck!” put in Islay 
hoarsely. 

‘*I did. The moment I found she was Lord 
Loudon’s grandchild my pride rose, and I vowed 
to keep out of her path, if I could not conquer 
this overwhelming feeling that had taken hold 
of me. Besides, I am a pauper of society, and, 
as you yourself said, the last man living likely 
to wish to ally myself with one of the Seatons. 
But it was too strong for me—the harvest. 
revels were too great a temptation.” 

**What—then it was you? I might have 
known as much!” ejaculated Islay to himself. 

‘*Yes, I was the Wanderer; and I thought,” 
went on Ronald, hurrying out his self-justifi- 
cation, ‘‘that I could venture to trust myself 
to meet her here. Rumor said you were almost. 
engaged to her—that would have been a sacred 
bar—but the first evening she came I knew it 
was not so. 

“No; but it might have been with time,” 
groaned Islay; then, recollecting himself with 
a start—‘** What a fool Iam! As if all were not. 
fair in love, and you as free as myself to try 
your chance!” 

‘** Believe me, dear old Islay, for your sake I 
did not feel free. The whole story is—we saw, 
we loved, and, when at last we met, all was 
understoo?.” 

Then Roland unfolded somewhat more of the 
romance. He told of his own vain strugyles to 
resist what seemed a hopeie-s infatuation that. 
warred with his pride, besides a betrayal of 
Islay’ trust. Before he had ended, Islay inter- 
rupted him with the old honest look in his 
eyes, the old honest ring of his voice. 

**Say no more—not now at least, You could 
not help yourself ; and she”—with a big sigh— 
* has chosen the better man by far of us two.” 
He wrung Ronald's hand with a hearty ** God 
bless you both!” adding, ‘** But now do you 
mind leaving me alone for a while?” 

As Ronald Airlie went away, at peace with 
himself once more, but grieved for his cousin, 
he thought, ‘* What a gentleman dear old Islay 
is! The better man of the two--heisthat. [I 
could not show his patience under such a loss.’ 


(To be Continued.) 
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The Grave of Genghis Kham 


According to Abbe Armand David, the 
traveler, the mortal remains of the great 
conqueror, Genghis Khan, or Genghis Bogote, 
as he is called in Mongolian, are preserved at a 
place called Kia-y-sen, in the land of Ordes, a 
desolate region in a bend of the Yellow River 
in Mongolia. They are contained in a large 
silver coffin, which the Mongols will not show 
to strangers without some good reason. The 
coffin is wrapped round with rich stuffs, and 
numerous pilgrims come to kiss these and ta 
pay the same respect as they would toa living 
Emperor. The coftin is in a special building, 
which is guarded by a Mongol prince. It is 
said that this massive silver coffin was at tirst 
carried about all over Mongolia in order to save 
it from eager enemies of Genghis, and at length 
was deposited in Ordes because that was 
country which, on account of its remote situ- 
ation and its poverty, was safe from. hostile 
invasion. 





He Laughs Best Who Laughs Last. 
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= Wasawrass - 
Monsieur de Veau (referring to sigu)—I see 
you have quite an important engagement to-- 


day. 
Miss Henne—Yes, but you'll be taken to filk 


it.--New York Life. 
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Wonderful Forethought. 


Two young men who move in the very best 
Austin society, weut on a spree not long since. 
After they were pretty well under way one of 
them said in an inebriated tone of voice : 

** Let's bid each other good-night, Bill.” 

“Why, you ain't going home already? It's 
right in the shank of tne evening.” 

“Of course I'm not going home now; but 
after a while we won't know each ozzer from a 
shide of shole leather, sho let’s shay good-night 
new, before it’s tee late.’”” 

They embrace. 














ee 





you wilB 


lda found 
Tillis, the 


. Please 


haste an: 
-r grand- 


ie went 
an hour 
ngaged, 
een sit- 
table, a 
d looked 
tenance. 
face was 
umored 
ye Now 
dull and 
h were 
largely- 
ull and 


Ronald 
y. 
ie duke: 


7, with 
3s show- 
t could 
1g anx- 
a were 
at my 
ce, in a 
” 


n ten 
falter- 
ried to. 
that I 
jut we 


d you 
rifling: 
airs of 
» with 


iswer,. 
hat it 


tons, 
rVvest 


have 
self, 
cht,” 
stifi- 
yself 
nost. 
cred 
w it 


me,”” 

vith 
not. 

try 


ce [ 
aw, 
was, 


the 
3 to 
hat. 

of 
ter- 
his 


uld 


h— 


CEE me 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHY. : 9 





WITCH 


Or, THE SECRET 





HAZEL; 


OF TE LOCKET. 


By MRS. GEORGIE StELDON, 


Author of “Geoffrey's Victory,” ‘‘Brownie’s Triunh,” ‘The Forsaken Bride,” etc. 


CHAPTER XXIII.—Contd1INUED. 


As she did so the gleam of something white, 
anda slight movement near her, startled her 
afresh. 

‘* Who—who is here?” she gasped, in a faint 
vcice, but too weak to stir. 

**Do not be alarmed, Miss Stewart,” said a 
quiet voice, ‘‘ it is only I—Hazel.” 

‘*‘ Hazel Gay!” cried Helena, shocked to new 
Aife and angry strength at thus meeting her 
hated rival; ‘‘ you, of all persons in the world!” 
and she sprang toward her, clutching her arm 
with almost frantic energy. ‘* How long have 
‘you been here ?— what—what have you heard?” 

‘*I was here before you came, Miss Stewart. 
4 have heard—evervthing.” | 

i 





‘* Everything?” moaned Helena, despairingly. 

“Yes, every word. I could not help it.” 

**Ob! and you know that I 
could not go on. 

**Yes, 1 know your sad secret,” Hazel re- 
turned, regretfuliy; ‘‘but I had no thought of 
‘being an eavesdropper. I was forced to bea 
listener against my will. I came out because 
my head felt badly, and wandered down here | 
‘by myself. I had not beer sitting here five 
minutes when a man came and stood in the 
door-way. I was very much frightened, but 1 
thought, as he did not come in, he might go 
away presently, if I kept very still, and not dis- 
‘cover my presence. While I was hoping that 
she would go you came. I had no desire to lis- 
‘ten; but you see, I could not help myself, al- 
though if I had suspected the nature of your 
conversation before it was too late nothing 
would have kept me.” 

Helena had recovered herself somewhat dur- | 


” Miss Stewart 








ing this explanation, and now adopted an ag- 
gressive attitude. 

** Well, and what are you going to do about 
ait, now that you have learned so much about | 
me? Tell mamma, I presume, like the con- | 
scientious little saint that you profess to be,” | 
‘she said, scornfully. 

**No, Miss Stewart, I shall not tell your 
mother; but let me urge—let me entreat you to 
tell her,” | 

“* Indeed, I shall do no such thing. Mamma | 
‘would never forgive me,” Helena retorted, | 
angrily. 

‘Believe me, it would be the safest and 
wisest course for you to pursue. Mrs. Stewart 
is the best triend you have, and she would give 
you gvod counsel,” said Hazel, earnestly. 

** You can keep your advice untsl it is solic- | 
ited, Miss Gay,” Helena responded, haughtily ; 
“*and now you must give me your promise that | 
you will never lisp one word that you have | 
heard to-night to any living being.” 

Hazel sat in thoughtful suence fora moment; | 
then she said : 

**I cannot make such a promise uncondition- | 
ally, Miss S:ewart. I have no desire to do you 
an injury, nor to betray what I have learned of 
your history; but I cannot bind myself unre- | 
servedly to keep silent, for I feel that, under | 
some circumstances, it would nut be right for 
‘me to do so.” | 

““You dare to make conditions with me!” 


j 


Hazel sd, touching that unsightly lump ; then 
with thuninjured hand she tried to lift the 
helplesone, but a sharp cry broke from her, 
and sheank almost fainting again upon the 
nearesthair. 

‘Oh, hope not!” Belle cried, gazing at her 
with scttled, sympathetic eyes, ‘*how could 
you ha:done it? You must have fallen upon 
it in soe awkward way when you fainted.” 

Evem her great pain Hazei was thinkful 
to Bellfor thus explaining her injury, for she 
had relved that no one should ever know of 
Helens exceeding cruelty to her. 

‘“* Win refreshments are served to the com- 
pany, + you suppose that you could get Doctor 
Mortoto come up here for a moment, just to 
tell m what to do?” she asked, feeling that 
she nst be relieved in some way from her 
sufferg very soon, while, if there was a bone 
to be ¢, she felt that she could better bear to 
be hu by Percy than by anyone else. 

“*T dil go and tell mamma instantly, and 
she sill bring Doctor Morton here,” Belie said, 
turnig eagerly to leave the room. 

**N indeed, please do not,” Hazel pleaded in 
a distssed tone, **I do not wish anyone else 
to beisturbed. If I knew just what to dol 
woulnot ,have you call any one. Go down, 
watclyour opportunity, and if you see Doctor 
Mortiat liberty bring him quietly here and 
not kany oue else know that I am hurt.’ 

‘*Pt you are utterly prostrated with pain 
now,Belle protested, ‘‘ you are as white asa 
sheefand your eyes are pertectly wild; do let 
me c] mamma.” 

BuHazel was resolute. She did not wish to 
see Is, Stewart until she was more composed 
and ie evidence of her daughter's heartless- 
nessidden from sight. 

**), Belle,” she returned, decidedly, “ if you 


| wou. not increase my suffering do just as I 


ask yu :”’ and the young girl went to do her 
biddig. 

Adt happened the game had just been fin- 
ishe, and refreshments were about to be 
servd, while Doctor Morton was on the point 
of leving. 

H had some letters to write, he told Mrs. 
Steart, and they must be ready for the post 
befce he slept, as he was going to London on 
therain the next morning. 

Blle’s purpose was quickly formed, as she 
head this from the upper hall. 

Se turned quickly and ran down the back 
sta‘way, passed out upon the veranda, and 
glied around to the front entrance, where she 
waed until Percy had made his adieus and 
boed himself out. Then she stole forward 


| an touched him lightly upon the arm. 


le turned with a smile to her; but his glance 
beame instantly grave when he saw her pale 
fac and frightened expression. 

‘Will you come upstairs with me? Hazel 
ha been hurt,” she said, in a low tone. 

‘Hurt? How?” he questioned, eagerly, and 
loging a3 anxious as herself, while he hastily 
uputtoned his gloves and began to remove 
thm. 

She fainted and fell on her arm,” Belle ex- 


eyes, for she feared she had betrayed herself 
and the man whom she loved. 


‘* A glass of water, please,” Percy replied, with 


quiet self possession, and the young girl hast- 
ened away to get it. 


bkercy seized his opportunity and, bendin 
forward, looked searchingly into his patient's 


face. 
**Hazel, how did this accident happen?” he 


asked. You never fell ana did it yourself; 


there is the print of three fingers on your arm. 
Some one has done you personal violence, and 
I want you to tell me about it.” 

‘* Percy, do not ask me—TI cannot tell you,” 
Hazel replied, a pained look in her eyes. 

“I do not know why you should not tell me,” 
he persisted. “If any one has wilfully done 
you injury it belongs to me to resent it and it 
shall go hard with the offender if I discover 
who it was. Did you really faint and fall out 
there in the summer-house, as Belle says?” 

**Yes, I think I must have fainted, for I was 
just coming to myself when Belle found me.” 

‘** Did. you fall?” Percy persisted. 

**No,’ Hazel was forced to admit, though 
reluctantly. 

**Did you faint before or after your arm was 
broken ¢” 

‘*Percy, please do not make me tell you any 
more,” Hazel pleaded, looking distressed. 

“Was it before or after?” he reiterated, 
relentlessly. 

“It was—at the time; the pain made me 
faint. I did not tell Belle that I fell—she 
jumped at that conclusion herself, and it is 
just as well not to correct the inference, for I 
shall say no more about it,” Hazel replied, with 
decision, and, as Belle came with the water 
just then, Percy was obliged to refrain from 
further questioning, although he secretly re- 
solved that he would yet compel her to tell him 
the whole truth. 

Fortunately he had a small medicine-case 
with him, and he gave her something to quiet 
her nerves and make her sleep. Then he told 
Bella to call a servant to help her to retire. 

** You must keep very quiet for several days,” 
he said, as he arranged a sling for her arm to 
rest in, ‘‘and I shail drop in as of:en as I can 
to see that you are doing weil. When I cannot 
come Sir Henry will visit you. I shall see Mrs. 
Stewart before I leave, and give directions to 
have you carefully looked after. Miss Beile,” 
he concluded, as he rose to go, ‘‘you have 
proved yourself a very helpful assistant to- 
night, and I congratulate you on your courage 
and self-possession.” 

Belle’s eyes sparkled at this praise and she 
replied, with a fond look at the invalid: 

**T could do anything for Hazel.” 

Whereupon Percy smiled his approval again, 
and then, bidding them both yood nizht, he 
went below, where he quietly sought Mrs. 
Stewart and communicated to her what had 





buds—and brought them himself, so that he | entered in the great races, won the Derby. 
cou'd inquire for her personally. the chief racing event of the year. . 

Mrs, Harwood sent her a bottle of rare old The Frenchman present, as was natural 
wine, and her son brought a porifolio of valu- | cheered vociferously, and not content with 
able eneravings, to help pass away the long| that, one of them shouted: ‘ Waterloo 
hours while she could do nothing. Belle could | avenged {” “ Yes,” said an English statesman 
not do enough to show her affection, and Mrs. | who happened to hear the remark, ‘“‘you ran 
Stewart v-as unusually kind. well in both cases.” 

Helena alone held aloof frum her, and sneered 
at ‘*so much fuss over a very common accident.” 

“One would think she was a person of high 
degree, instead of an humbie governess,” she 
exclaimed, impatiently, one morning, after the SQ, 
departure of astringof inquirers. ‘*One would j 
think nobody ever had a broken arm before.” 

‘* Well, it must be a great trial to the girl. 
You must remember, Helena, that she has no 
home nor friends,” Mrs. Stewart replied. 

“Do you think that a strange circumstance, 
mamma?” Helena asked, after a pause. ‘Isn't 
it a trifle suspicious that she represents herself 
as being all alone in the world ?” 

“Why so?” 

““ Why, she was a graduate of that expensive 
school in London; she took all the higher 
branches and accomplishments, and her ward- 
robe was very well stocked for a girl who had 
‘no friends“ ” Helena concluded mockingly. 

“All that is easily accounted for,” responded 
Mrs. Stewart. ‘*She told Belle that she had 
some money when she was left an orphan—five 
thousand dollars, or more—and that it was all 
spent upon her education,” 

‘* How early was she left an orphan?” inquired 
Helena. 

‘* When she was only three or four years old, 
I believe.” 

‘** Had she been in that schoo! ever since ?” 

** 1 do not know.” 

‘* Tf she had, do you suppose that five thou- 
sand dollars would have paid for her ali these 
years?” demanded Helena, skeptically. ‘* No, 
indeed. She is very reticent about her early 
life, and I am free to confess that I am suspic- 
ious of her.” 

‘* Well, as long as she does her duty by Bella, 
I do not think we need to trouble ourselves 
about her private affairs, and she is under no 
obligation to confide in us unless she chooses to 
do so,” said Mrs, Stewart. 

And Helena let the matter drop for that day. 
She had simply inserted a wedge, at which she | 
intended to drive a blow upon every occasion. 

Percy cave every night and morning, when 
he was in Brighton, to see how his patient was 
progressing, and this was another source of 
annoyance to Helena; while, but for the pain 
Hazel had suffered, he felt that he could almost 
regard the accident as a blessing, since it gave 
him aright to come to her whenever he chose, 

Either Belle or Mrs. Stewart was generally 
present ,;when he made his calls, but now and 
then he managed to get a word alone with her. 

Again he tried to make her tell him how her 








The Cigarette Has its Good Points. 
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occurred. arm had been broken ; but as before she begged 

She was both shocked and astonished, and, | him not to ask her. 
before returning to her guests, she went up- “Can you not confidein me, Hazel?” he asked, 
stairs to see the suffering girl. with a pained expression. 

Belle and the housemaid bad helped her to **Indeed I wouid, Percy, if there were any 
retire, and she found her lying, pale and ex- | need,’ she affirmed with a flush, ‘‘ but, truly, I 
hausted, among the pillows. cannot tell you any more than I have already 

She saw thit she was not ina condition to | told you.” 


Wasteful. 


But what an awful lot o’ money these high- 
toned travelers waste for drink,” said Unele 
Abner, as he laid down his newspaper. ‘*A 
man who'll pay a hundred dollars for a saloon 
passage to England, when he can go in the 
steerage for twenty, is a slave to rum—that’s 
what I say!” 7 


converse, therefore she directed her inquiries to 
Belle, who gave her own version of the affair, 
Hazel saying nothing. She could not bear, 
even tacitiy, to sanction a deception of any 
kind ; but she was determined not to implicate 
Helena in any way, and thus she could do noth 
ing but remain silent. 

ficiena had caught the sound of voices in the 
hall after her mother left the supper-room, and 
her curiosity, as well as her fears, being excited, 
she stole out just as Mrs. Stewart passed up- 


**By that Isurmise that tnere is connected 
with the event something that you do not wish 
to reveal,” he remarked, searching her down- 
cast: face. 

‘*T would rather say no more about it,” she 
returned. 

‘““You were not alone when it happened— 
that I know from the print of those fingers on 
yourarm,” he persisted ; * but tell me just this 
—has any man dared to lay violent hands upon 
you?” 





VEDDING RINGS 


Miss Stewart cried, insolently. ‘* Waat reser- | plined, taking it for granted that this must be 
vations do you make?” | th way the accident had occurred, since Hazel 
** The only condition that I would impose is, | ha not. contradicted iu; ‘it is badly swollen 
that you will never deceive the man you marry | 24 bruised, and she wanted you to come and 
regarding your true position—that, if you | td her what to do for it; but she would not 
should receive an offer of marriage, you will | 16 me disturb any one else. 
confess what I have heard to-night before you | “That was right; take me to her at once,” 
accept it,” Hazel said, in a calm, clear tone. | Ierey commanded, and followed her with a 
Helena arose, nearly beside herself with | ght, quick tread, as she led him, by the way 
wrath, still clutching the young girl's arm. tat she had come, to their private sitting-room, 
**Would you betray me if 1 refused to do | were he found Hazel sitting in a low rocker, 
this?” she demanded, through her set teeth, || Write and wan, and trying to bear her pain in 





“It would be my duty—I should have to,” 
the young girl replied, steadily, but cringing 
with pain beneath her fierce grasp. 

* If—if, for instance,” Helena pursued in a 
malicious, mocking tone, and bending her face 
closer to Hazel’s, ** Doctor Morton should make 
ane an offer of marriage, I suppose you would | 
feel ic to be your duty to inform him of what 
you have learned, and thus, if possible, save 
him from a tragic fate.” 

Hazel shrank as if under a lash at the men- 
tion of Percy’s name, and her companion 
daughed aloud in derision as she felt the move- 
ment. 

“Tt would make no difference who the gentle- 
man was; I must do right in any instance,” 
Hazel responded, her face burning, but speak- 
ing with what calmness she could maintain. 

**But you would have to prove your state- | 
ments, Miss Gay.” 

**No; the burden of proof would rest upon 
you, Miss Stewart,” was the quiet rejoinder; | 
and ae Stewart knew that she spoke the 
truth. 

‘Well, do your worst; it matters little to 
me,” she savagely retorted, while she threw 
Hazel's arm from her with brutal violence. 

It struck with cruel force against the back of 
the seat upon which she was sitiny, extorting 
a shriek of agony from the young gi:l; but her 
cry fell upon unheeding ears, for Helena, after 
that mad act, had dashed wildiy out of the 
#ummer house and hastened with all specd 
back to the viila. 

A few moments later she returned to the 
drawing room, calm and smiling, and no one 
would have believed it possible that she could ! 
be guilty of the heartiessness and passion she 
had exhibited during the last half-hour. 

The party were just changing tables as she | 
entered, and Belle yielded her place to her sis- | 
ter, and then went to seek Hazel. 

She could not tind her anywhere in the house. 
She went out upon the veranda, and walked 
entirely around the villa, calling her several 
times by name. 

Still there was no response. 

Then she ran cown the walk until she came | 
mear the summer house, when she called, | 
anxiously: 

** Hazel, Hazel, where are you?” 

A low moan of pain close beside her fell upon 
her ear, the next moment she had sprung 
within and thrown herself upon her knees be- 
fore the almost unconscious girl. | 

‘*Hazel, what isit,dear? Are you ill? Are 
you hur: ?” she cried, anxiously, as she realized 
that something very serious was the matter, | 
** What can I do for you?” she continued, clasp- | 
ing one cf her hands, which she had found in 
her groping, and thus wresting another shriek 
of pain from the injured girl. 

*“Oh, what have I done!” Belle exclaimed, 
terribly alarmed. ‘‘Tell me, what has hap- | 
pened to you ¢”’ 

The fearful pain had restored Hazel fully to 
her senses, for she had not been conscious of 
anything, after Helena left her, until she heard 
Belle calling her. 

“I think I must have fainted,” she said, 
weakly, ‘‘and I believe my arm is badly hurt. 
Do you think that you can help me into the 
house?” 

*“OfcourseI can. Let me put my arm around | 
your waist—so; and you put your well one 
around mine, ‘There! now q believe we can go | 
nicely. To think of your being out here all 
alone in a dead faint!” exclaimed the kind. | 
hearted child, regretfully. 

She supported her tenderly to the house and 
ap to their sitting room without attracting the 
attention of any one. But Hazel was in great 
‘distress, and Belle cried out in a voice of horror 
when she turned up the gas aud saw her peor 
injures arm. : 

t was badly swollen; there were three purple 
amarks—almost indentations—as if from the 
pressure of cruel flugers, just above the wrist, 
and a livid line and lump where it had hit 
against the sharp back of the seat. 

She could not mov i., and it hung limp and 
useless by her side. 

“T am afraid one of the bones is broken,” 





| 





| slence. 


He went directly to her, and knelt upon the 
fhor beside her, taking her injured arm ten- 
d@rly in his skulful hands for examination. 

The instant he looked upon it he knew that it 
vas broken; he knew, too, that no fall could 
Inve caused such an injury—that those three 
pirple marks above the wrist had been made 
b the grasp of a crvel hand, belonging to some 
ove who had done her personal violence. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 
PERCY TREATS HAZEL PROFESSIONALLY. 


** One of the bones--the ulna—is broken,” he 
suid, looking pitifully into her white, drawn 
fice, as he touched the swelling where the bone 
vas displaced. 

**T thought so, and I knew that you could set 
i tor me,” Hazel replied, a littie smile flicxer- 





| iz over her pale lips, while she tried to speak 


travely. 

** IT think Mrs, Stewart should be summoned,” 
Tercy observed. 

“Oh, please do not, Per—Dr. Morton: I will 
be very quiet, and give you notrouble. There is 
some strong cloth in my work-basket which can 
be used for a bandage, and there are some thin 
wooden panels on the table, which I was going 
to paint, and which broken in halves, will do 
very well forsplints, ‘Truly I can bear it better 
if no one else is present,” Hazel said, so earn- 
estly, while she seemed so excited at the idea 
of Mrs, Stewart's presence, that Percy decided 
to humor her. 

He told Belle to bring him the cloth, from 
which he tore a long strip, and then showed 
her how to make it into a tight roll for his use. 

Then he tound the panecis Hazel had men- 
tioned, cut them once through with his knife, 
thus making some very good splints, and then 


| everything was ready. 


* Belle, dear, just step into the next room for 


| afew minutes, and Dr. Morton will call you 


when the bone is set,” Hazel said, seeing tow 
pale the young girl had grown, and wishing to 


| spare her the sight of ber own suffering. 


** Indeed, I shall not leave you—I shall stand 
right here beside you ; and if Dr. Morton wants 


| anything he can ask me to get it for him,” she 


bravely returned, and Perey gave her an ap- 
preciative smile for her fortitude. 

** Now, Hazel, are you ready?” Percy asked, 
forgetting to be formal in this emergency, and 
looking tenderly into her face, his heart aching 


| at the thought of the trial awaiting her. 


* Yes, Iam ready,” she returned, quietly. 

“It will be all over in a few moments—I only 
wish I had some ether here to make it easier 
for you,” he said, gently, taking the wounded 
arm again in his strong hands. 

Then, with fiemly compressed lips and a face 
almost as white as her own, he bent himself to 
his task. 

It was no light thing for him to see the look 
of keen suffering on that dear face as that 
broken bone was brought into place, and not 
shrink from his duty; though she made no 
sound, save a quick indrawn “breath, while a 
shudder of agony shook her from head to foot 
in that supreme moment, 

The splints were then laid around the arm, 
and the bandages quickly and skilfully wound 
about them, Belle assisting quite creditably in 
this operation, and the worst was over. 

But before the last pin was put in place 


| Hazel’s endurance forsook her, and she quietly 


fainted again. 

Perey gathered her slight form in his arms 
and Jaid her upon a lounge, then commanded 
Belle to bring him a sponge filled with water. 

He loosened her belt and collar, then bathed 
her face freely, now and then dashing the water 
forcibly over her, and she soon began to revive. 

“I am so glad that you were here, Percy,” 
she whispered, when she was able to speak, 
and there was a look of rest and content in her 
oven that went gtra‘ght to the young physician's 
heart, 

**What does she Want?” inquired Belle, who 
had seen her lips move, but had not caught the 
words, ; 

The question sent a «tartied look into Hazel's 


stairs and found herself face to face with ‘“* Hush!” Hazel whispered, as she heard a 
Percy. step on the stairs; then she added, with a ner- 
‘Doctor Morton!” she exclaimed; ‘tI thought | vous tremor in her voice : ** Please, please, dear 
you had gone long ago.” Percy, let the matter rest.” 
“I started,” he answered, ‘‘but was called He would have granted almost any request 
back professionaily.” for the sake of that ‘dear Percy,” which 
** Professionally !” she repeated, looking sur- | thrilled him with inward joy. 
prised. ‘“* {donot understand, Who is ill?’ He bent forward and touched his lips to her 
‘Miss Gay has met with an acvrident. Her | forehead, saying: 
left arm has been broken,” Percyinformed ner. | ‘I will not press you further since it pains 
‘* Broken!” she cried, in a tone oi horror, | you so; I suspect, however, that the secret 
while she gave a violent start, and grew pale to | affects some one whom you desire to shield, 
her lips. ‘‘ How did it happen?” | and who has done you a great wrong.” 
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Percy, not unmindful of her excessive emo- | 


tion, watched her narrowly, as he replied: 

** Miss Belle says that she found her uncon- 
scious out in the summer-house, and thinks 
she must have fallen when she fainted, and 
thus broken her arm.” 

** Belle says so! What does Miss Gay, herself, 
say?” Helena demanded, a nervous tremor 
rendering her voice somewhat unsteady. 

“She says that she cannot tell how it was 
done,’ Percy answered, his searching eyes 
looking straight down into the beautiful, but 


unmistakably anxious face before him, and he | 


was quick to note the look of relief that swept 
over those faultless features at his words. 

** Poor child!” she said, with pitying sweet- 
ness. ‘Iam very, very sorry. 
have set it for her?” 

‘“*Yes; and I have no words to express my 
admiration of her courage. She did not make 
a sound during the painful operation; she 
would not even allow Mrs, Stewart to be called 
from her friends,” Perey returned, wondering 
if this wondrously fair woman could be guilty 
of this great wrong and yet conceal it so effect- 
ually. He remembered that she had been 
absent from the parlor for some time. 

“Will she suffer much from it?” Helena 
asked, a troubled expression in her lovely eyes. 

‘No; the worst is past in the breaking and 
the setting, and she wll suffer comparatively 
little, unless the shock to her system should 
produce fever. I think, however, there is not 
much danger of that, if she remains quiet fora 


few days, for she has a naturally vigorous con- | 


stitution.” 

**How do you know? Had you ever seen 
Hazel Gay before you came to Brighton?” 
Helena asked, a sudden suspicion darting into 
her mind. ; 

** How do I know?” Percy repeated, smiling, 
and ignoring her second question. ‘I judge so 
from her appearance. You forget that I am a 
physician, and it is my business to know the 
human system thoroughly. But I am keeping 
you from your friends. .Good-evening.” 

And Percy bowed himself out again, while 
Helena Stewart went back to her guests, her 
heart heavy with conflicting emotion. 

She was not quite hardened enough yet not 
to feel both sorry and guilty for having allowed 
her angry passions to culminate in such cruelty, 


and yet, even with this ieeling of remorse, she | 


was asking herself how she could manage 
to rid Crescent Villa of Hazel Gay without hav- 
ing it appear that she was instrumental in 
accomplishing it. 

She was sure that Percy Morton was deeply 
interested iv her. How his face kindled when 
he spoke of her courage! How it softened into 
tenderness when he told of her suffering! 
Then, too, she could not rid herself of the sus- 

icion that had come to her so suddenly, that 
Ss had seen her before he ever came to Brighton 
and had come hither to seek ner, although she 
could not account, if that was true, for the fact 
of their having met as strangers. _ There was 
something suspicious about their intercourse, 
and she vowed that Hazel should go elsewhere 
very soon. With the dangerous knowledge 
which she possessed regarding her own history, 
it was absolutely necessary to get her out of 
her path, and thus prevent her from marring 
her whole future. ' 

But how to accomplish this was a puzzling 
question, for Belle was infatuated with the 
girl, and her mother was so delighted with the 
hopeful change in Beile, that she would not be 
witiea to give her up under any ordinary cir- 
cumstances or to gratify a mere whim of her 


wn. 

‘At all events,” she muttered to herself, 
“her crippled state will keep her out of com- 
pany for a while, and, meantime, I will make 
the most of my time.” 

Everybody professed profound regret over 
Hazel’s injury as soon as it became known. 
The duchess sent over a basket of choice fruit 
from her own hothouses the next afternoon. 
Lord Nelson culled the choicest buds from his 
greenhouse—knowing her preference for rose- 


suppose you | 


He could not say more. for the door opened 
| just then, and Helena entered the room, 


| ‘*Ah! Dr. Morton!” she exclaimed, as if 

surprised to tind him there, but remarking with 

| & jea'ous twinge the vivid color in Hazel's 

| cheeks, which had leaped to the surface at e 
Percy's caress. ‘* How do you find your patient 
tnis morning?” 

‘Very comfortable, and a couple of weeks 
more will set her all right again, I trust,” 
Percy answered, rising to go, for it was nearly 
time for his train. 


JEWELERS 
He bade them both good-morning, and then 
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|“ The moment the hoor closed after hima Helena | CHERRY MANTELS, 
| walked forward and stood before Hazel. 
| ‘TT have tried to see you before,” she said, MAHOGANY MANTELS, 
speaking in cold rapid tones, *‘* but some one WALNUT MANTELS 
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has always been here, and I could not say what 
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I wanted to before anybody. Of course you 
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must know that I had no intention of doing you 
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personal violence—that I did not mean to break 
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your arm.’ 
. LADIES 


‘“*No; I know you did not,” Hazel answered, 
as her visitor paused fora reply. . 
‘Tam sorry,” she continued, in a tone that 
brought a brizhter flush to her cheek, it was so 
| mechanical and business like, ‘“‘but you made 
me very angry by refusing to do as I re- 
aT could ke th ired 
**I could not make the promise you required, Ss : : 
Miss S'ewart,” Hazel said, simply, to fill an- a — - i 
| other pause. forapproachingBalls 
‘* No, because you were stubborn ; because you Parties, et., in any 
knew you had a hold upon me, and you wanted style as Coiffures ce 
| to keep me in your power,” retorted Helena, Fastaisie Powdered 
her anger rising again. ; ae ee an 
| ‘ You wrong me,” Hazel replied, tears start- apeulnnanin n'ai 
ing to hereyes. ‘‘ Believe me, I have not the vance, as MON. 
| Armand can only 
take a limited num- 
ber. All the latest 
styles in 
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| for possessing the secret- of my life.” 
| She did not wait for any reply, but turned 
and walked abruptly from the room, and Hazel 
knew that what she had said amounted simply 
to an open declaration of enmity. 

(To be Continued.) 





glanced down at her bandaged arm. : 
| Helena flushed with a momentary feeling of 
| shame. 
plaining why you were hurt, and so you would aud Fetters, mounted specia'ly for wearing in the hair. 
have had to reveal ail youhad overheard. This All styles of Hair Goous on hand or made to or*er. 
| yo d promised not to do unless | violate Bangs, Fringes, Pompadour, Curls, Grecian Curls, Wigs, 
you had p 1 1 ] I lated xs, Fring { ian Curls, W 
Made a Good Deal Of. re — PSs 
Woman (to tramp)—Have you traveled far ; 
you look tired ? 3 
Tramp—All the way from the Catskill Moun- m ; 
Tramp—I found it very pleasant, ma’am. 
You see, there are a great many women in the 
mountains during the summer, but except on 


‘1 acknowledge that you were considerate to | 
certain conditions. However, 1 came this morn- | Ss:tches in ail shades, colors and prices. 
tains, ma’am, 
Sundays men are scarce. 


slightest desire to injure you in any way ; I 
think I have proved that to you,” and she | 
keep silent about your accident; but of course ry aa <4e 
y , i al 2 i Torto sesheli Combs and Pins. Pretty 

oo could not tell who hurt you without ex: ich Bae samen at ste have on hand Ecretes 
| ing to tell you I am sorry I hurt you—I owe ARMAND’S HAIR STORE—407 Yenge St.— 407 
| that much to you; but I shall never forgive you cickaan Caabeacd Gan MEAN tain Maerel 

Woman—It must be pleasant up there in 
warm weather? 
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Unnecessary. ; 
. : : . Just opened (up stairs) the Handsomest 
Colonel B. (sojourning in Paris)— What is the Dining Room e Pes City for Ladies and 
proper French expression to be used in accept- Gentlemen. 


i invitation to drink? 
"Mtr. Cobalt—You should say ‘Avec plaisir,”| Lunch Counter tor Gentlemen on the 
ground floor as usual. 


Monsieur we Se ‘ash ‘idee 
Colonel B.—Ahb, * Avec plaisir.” righ . : 
Mr. Cobalt—And when you decline an invita- F. MOSSOP, Proprietor 

tion you should say, ** Non, merci.” 

Colonel B.—Oh, that wouldn't be of any use 
to me. 


» 


J. YOUNG 
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Quick Wit. 
Some years ago one of the French horses 
which are annually taken to England, to be 
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The Grinder and the Girl. 





Sweet reader, carry yourself back to the erst- 


while days of summer. 


If you can’t carry your- 


self, take a horse-car or one of Ernest Albert Ed- 
ward Princeofwalesandalltheroyalfamily Mac- 


donald's T. T. P. Co. coaches. 


You will please 


observe that it is a balmy da¥ in July. The 
gentle zephyr is getting in its fine work, so is 


the gentle dust, and both are toying aban- 
donedly with the long, unkempt hair and 
extensive nose of the organgrinder who 
would be pictured right here if there were any 
pictures in this article. 

There is nothing particularly remarkable 
about this particular grinder. He is just the 
same homely sort of fiend whom we all meet 
day afte: day. Heis just one of the promiscu- 
ous throng of dirty Italians who get their 
macaroni and fried cat by grinding hand- 
organs. Sometimes he varies the excitement 
by shoveling snow and cleaning streets, and 
if he wants to have a particularly extraordinary 
good time he either kills his wife or bathes 
himself. He may be seen occasionally selling 
peanuts, chestnuts and earrings of eighteen 
karat old brass. 

But just now he is organ-grinding. He is 
working hard on Sweet Violets, with an occas- 
ional slice of We Never Speak as We Pass By 
to lend variety to the proceedings. He is 
doing this on a back street before a big house 
with trees in front of it and several flower beds 
scactered about the lawn, where lazy bees are 
humming. Nobody mindshim. He is in great 
luck. He might be doing this before the house 
of a man suffering from nervous prostration, 


and the conditions would be ripe for a circus, 
The circus would include the Italian, the organ, 
one shot-gun, eight bricks andadog. The dog 
would be plain and quite homely, but he would 
&ssault the fried cat in that Itaiian’s system as 
gracefully as if said fried cat were alive and 
singing on the wall. 

Presently the front door of the big house 
opens and a girl steps out. She is a nice 
girl and we would like to see her do well. She 
‘is the kind of girl who thrives best in an atmo- 
sphere of dance music and hot-house flowers. 
She cannot talk much. If talked to she will 
say ‘‘ Yes,” ‘‘No,” and “I don’t know,” 
especially the last, with great distinctness. 
She can also open and shut her eyes quite 
naturally. She wants but little here below, 
and wants it all from Ford’s in pound packages. 
She is calculated to leave about as much im- 
pression on the course of human events as a 
false tooth on a restaurant pie. 

The Italian sees her and smiles. The young 
woman observes him with a haughty stare. 
As the girl opens the gate the monkey, who 
plays a prominent part in the Italian's financial 
operations, concludes to take a hand in the 
game. There is nothing about, this monkey 
apt to paralyze the community, He is just an 
ordinary, guileless, innocent, playful and 
previous fowl with a red and blue cap, 
a coat of the same harmonious colors 
and a chain. Just now he is cracking 
anut which he will shortly swallow. This is 
where he has the bulge on the scientist, who 
cracks nuts which no one can swallow. 

The monkey reaches up his liver wing plead- 
ingly, and the Italian mutters a half audible 
request to the young [woman to “‘giva soma 
de mon.” The young woman shakes her head, 
and the monkey catches hold of her dress and 
in about two seconds is on her shoulder. Then 
he seizes that young woman’s hat, and her back 
hair comes off and she begins to scream, 

The screams bring her fond male parent to 
the scene. When he sees the circus he laughs. 
This is cruel, but he is built that way and can’t 
help it. ‘* Matilda,” he says, ‘* what is the 
matter with you?” 

Matilda screams again and says, 
paw !” 

The Italian remarks, philosophically: ‘*She 
notta giva de monk de mon and he gotta mada.” 

‘* Matilda,” observes her male parent haught- 
ily, “it serves you right. You go in the house 
and fix yourself up pretty again.” Then he 
hands the organ-grinder a quarter, and adds: 
** Here, sonny, you yank something soulful in 
the way of music out of that box, and yank it 
sudden.” 

I'hen Matilda goes back in the house, and the 
organ-grinder resumes proceedings on Sweet 
Violets, mingled with sections of We Never 
Speak as We Pass By. 

This touching incident teaches us that we 
should always Remember the Poor. SPIFF. 


“Oh! 





Trinity Talk. 

J. F. Dumble, 84, stands second in the list of 
barristers who have recently been gowned at 
Ysgoode Hall. Mr. Dumble will practice law 
in Cobourg. 


I hear that A. C. Allan, '87, will shortly renew 
his acquaintance of last year with the Old 
Country and the Continent. 


Professor Clark, who is well known and 
warmly appreciated by our neighbors across 
the line, left on Saturday for Geneva, N.Y. 
On Monday night he delivered his able lecture, 
The Water Babies, before the alumni and stu- 
dents of Hobart College. From Geneva he 
went to Buffalo to attend the Church Congress, 
which met on Tuesday, and read a paper on the 
Use of the Fathers. 


The Literary Institute has been very popular 
among the students this year, and they have 
taken a great interest in the meetings. The 
freshmen particularly have been constant in 
their devotion to this most usefal society. At 
the last meeting Mr. Houston was in the chair. 
Excellent readings were given by Mr. Waller 
and Mr. Sills. The speakers on the debate, 
which was on the subject of French encroach- 
ment in Canada, were Messrs. Leake and 
Martin on one side and Messrs. Stevenson and 
Bedford-Jones on the other. The former pre- 
sented their arguments in a very striking way, 
‘and won the debate. I was glad to see that the 
motion to place the New York Clipper on file 
in the reading-room was lost. 

a 


I know of no occasion which the students 
enjoy more than the supper which the mem- 
bers of the first year give to the seniors. 
Friday night was the date on which this annual 

ont was held, and every one wended his way 


-."'ne-room withthe intention of hav- 
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ing a good time. The refreshments are of a light 
nature, and full justice was done them by the 
guests, After the freshmen had each spoken 
and sung in response to the toast of Our Hosts, 
music was indulged in. Messrs. Carter, Troop, 
Bradbury and Stevenson especially delighted 
the assembly with vocal solos. Bow-wow-wow, 
the Kai-yi-yi, has always been a favorite chorus 
at Trinity, and there are additions and im- 
provements in the solo parts every year until 
the jolly ditty 1s now ay evening's amusement 
in itself. Several additions made their debut 
at the supper and occasioned much amusement, 
particularly the one about the Freshman. Of 
course Auld Lang Syne was sung and danced 
at the close. Eryx. 
en ee 


A Famous Adventuress, 


In the summer of 1773 a cunning woman, 
who had been transported a few years before, 
advertised herself in London as a sensible 
woman who gave advicé on all emergencies for 
half a guinea. She pretended to be related to 
a minister, and called herself the Hon, Mrs, 
Grieve, 

Among the dupes whom she caught in her 
snares was Charles Fox. According to Wal- 
pole, this woman undoubtedly had uncommon 
talents and a knowledge of the world. She 
persuaded Fox, desperaie with his debts, that 
she could procure for him, as a wife, with a 
fortune of £80,000, a Miss Phipps, who had just 
arrived from the West Indies. There was such 
a person co...ing over, but not with half the 
fortune, nor known to Mrs. Grieve. 

With this bait she amused Mr. Fox for many 
months, appointing meetings, and she once per- 
suaded him that, as Miss Phipps liked a fair 
man, and he was remarkably black, he must 
powder his eyebrows. Of that intended inter- 
view he was disappointed by the imaginary 
lady falling ill of what was afterwards pre- 


tenueu to be smallpox, 

ad a novice been the dupe of these artifices 
it wotild tiot have been extraordinary, but 
Chaftles Fox was a man of the world. He must 
have known that there could not be an Hon. 
Mrs. Grieve, nor such a being as 8..e pretended 
to be. In one respect she had singular /inesse. 
Instead of asking him for money, which would 
have exposed her plot at once, she was so 
artful as to lend him £300 or thereabouts; and 
she paid herself by his chariot standing fre- 
quently at her door, which served to impose 
on her more vulgar dupes, 











The Doorstep. 


Much has been written about the hearth- 
stone, and the associations that cluster around 
it, . there is sentiment in the doorstep as 
well, 

The front doorstep in the country is usually a 
substantial stone slab, roughly quarried and 
rarely adjusted by a plumbers level. It is 
placed with an eye to convenience rather than 
elegance, and often outlasts the house itself. 

What a record the old doorstep could give 
were it able to talk—of the infant feet that 
tottered over it. children departing for school 
or returning, the sedate departure for church 
on Sunday; the timid young man hesitating on 
the doorstep of an evening, to ask if “his girl” 
is at home, and the tender farewell when the 
call is over; the merry bustle at the door when 
the scion Of the house brings home a blushing 
bride; relatives whocome to birthday parties 
and anniversary and other weddings; the joys 
of the holidays; welcome guests from distant 
parts, come to make one of those protracted 
visits for which country homes are noted, and 
perhaps their equally welcome departure; a 
son going out to seek his fortune in the great 
world, or a prodigal returning broken and re- 
pentant from sinful wanderings. 

A doorstep uniting sensibility of feeling with 
habits of observation must grow sad over the 
changes it notes from year to year. It remem- 
bers the master and mistress of the old manse 
when first they were wed and life was at its 
brightest. Now their heads are white with the 
frost of time and their forms weakened and 
bent with the weight of years. 

Soon there will be a solemn gathering about 
the old doorstep, across which one of them is 
to be borne never to return, and the winter of 
life will be very solitary and sad to the one who 
is left behind. 

Left on a doorstep! Such is the beginning of 
life for many a poor waif of humanity, whose 
mother, actuated by heartlessness or impelled 
by want, confides her ofispring to the tender 
mercies of strangers. Fate sometimes favors 
the enfant trouve, and being set out on a door- 
step proves the best setting out the child could 
have. As a general thing, however, a police- 
man is summoned, and it is bundled off to some 
orphan asylum. 





The Author’s Mistake. 


Monselet, the French writer, who recently 
died in Paris, visited Baden Baden on behalf of 
a leading illustrated paper, at a time when this 
and other German watering places were the 
rendezvous of the victims of rouletteand rouge- 
et-noir. The managers of the gaming tables 
were always very civil to French representa- 
tives of the press, and did their best to produce 
in the minds of these gentlemen an agreeable 
impression of the place. So according to the 
usual custom Monselet, on the day before his 
departure from Baden-Baden, received from 
Benazet (the manager) a card enveloped in a 
thousand-franc bauk note. He did not scruple 
to accept the money, and very naturally came 
back the following year. After a stay of two 
or three days he notified the management that 
he was about todepart. Receiving no response 
to this intimation, he called on Benazet to bid 
him good-bye. ‘‘The Administration treated 
me exceedingly well last year,” he began. 

“Very true,” Benazet replied, ‘‘ but since 
then I have searched in your articles for some 
allusion to our spa, its attractions, and the 
festivities we get up to attract visitors. But I 
found nothing, not even the bare mention of 
the name.” 

“You are right,” Monselet replied, ‘‘I have 
never alluded to Baden-Baden.” 

* Then, sir, what do you suppose the thous- 
and-franc note was sent you for?” roared Ben- 
azet in a passion. 

Assuming an air of candor mingled with sar- 
prise, Monselet answered: ‘‘I thought it was 
meant fcr hush-money!” 





ee 


On a Chromo Basis. 


Skinner Weetpit (to art dealer)—Aun’ how 
much d’ye say this ‘ere pictur’s worth? 

Art Dealer—Eight hundred dollars, sir; and 
you can, of course, select any style of frame that 
you may think appropriate. 

Weetpit— Eight hundred dollars! Why, man 
alive, at that rate o’ figgerin’ any decent kind 
o’ frame would cost fifteen hundred! Come on, 
Mariar ; I can’t stand this foolin’. 








Her Make Up. 


First club man— When is young Vanderclam 
going to get married to Miss Knickerbocker?” 

Second ciub man—There is no telling. They 
have had a falling out, and it may take some 
time to make it up.” 

Well, if it takes him as long to make up as it 
does her, they will not be married for several 
years. 

What makes you think so? 

Well, you see I used to pay my addresses to 
that Knickerbocker girl, and whenever I took 
her out and waited for her while she made up, 
it seemed to me a small eternity. 





Unexpected Compliment. 


Justice—I shall have to impose a fine on you 
for rapid driving. 

Cabby— id driving! Well, won't my old 
frame of a hoss feel flattered when he hears 
that. He ain’t used to that kind of taffy. 








The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

CARLYLE—At Toronto, on November 15, Mrs. David 
Carlyle—a son. 

GORDON—At Parkdale, on November 14, Mrs. Christo- 
pher M. Gordon—a daughter. 

GARLAND—At Ottawa, on November 12, Mrs. John L. 
Garland—a son. 

MURRAY—Atés Toronto, on November 15, Mrs. C. B. Mur- 
a PY, daughter. 

ACDONNELL—At Toronto, on November 19 Mrs. D. J. 

Macdonnell— a daughter. 

LYONS—At Toronto, on November 19, Mra. J. H: Lyons 
—a daughter. 

MITCHELL—At Toronto, on November 10, Mrs. R. H. 
Mitchell—a daughter. 

SARA—at Toronto, on November 9, Mrs. J. H. Sara—a 





son. 

HOLLAND—At Toronto, on November 19, Mrs. W. H. 
Hollenc—a son. 

FRAZEE—At Toronto, on November 16, Mrs. Lorenzo 
Frazee—a daughter. 

WOODD—At Toronto, on November 19, Mrs. William N. 
Woodd—a son. 

MARLATT—At Oakville, on November 20, Mrs. C. J Mar, 
latt—a son. 

Marriages. 

BOULTON—GILL—On November 10, at Asessippi, Mani- 
toba, John Graham Boulton of Russell to Elizabeth Gill of 
Asessippi. ° 

DESSANE—DE LA BRUIERE—On November 13, at 
Quebec, Alexis Dessane to Ernestine Boucher de la Bruiere. 

HALL—WAY—At Mazeppa, Minn , Henry C. Hall of St. 
Paul, son of Dr. J. B. Hall of Toronto, to Madge Way. 

HUNT—GRiGOR—On November 13, &t Cowansville, 
Que., George H. Hunt of Fairfax, Vt, to Ellen (Nellie) 
Grigor, of St. Albans, Vt. 

LEE—ASHE—On Octoher 18, at Monkton Farleigh, 
Wilts, John Eawards Vaughan Lee, Royal Scots Fusiliers, to 
Alice Elizabeth Ashe, a ward of Sir Charles Hobhouse of 
Monkton Farleigh. 

McENTYRE—JOHNSON—On November 14, at Brooklyn, 
a McEntyre of Montreal to Annie Johnson of New 

ork. 

O BRIEN—PARKER—On November 17, at St. James’ 
Cathedral, by the rector, the Rev, Canon DuMoulin, M.A., 
brother in-law of the bride, Lucius Richard O’Brien, R C.A., 
to Katherine Jane, daughter of the Venerable C. C. Brough, 
M.A,, late Archdeacon of London, and widow of T, Suther- 
land Parker, M.D., M.P. 

SEYMOUR—AYER—On November 12, at Montclaire, 
N. J., ty the Rev. Dr. Rainsford of St. George’s Church, 
New York City, Harriet Taylor Ayer to Allen Lewis Sey- 


mour, 

TORR ANCE—JACK—On November 13, at ' Hillside,” 
Chateauguay, John Fraser Torrance of Montreal to Eliza- 
beth May Jack. 

WEIR—PRINGLE—On November 14, at Toronto, Robert 
Weir to Magyie Pringle. 

OSBORN E— PARK—On November 19, at Hamilton, Alice 
Maria Ewiny Park to John Young Osborne of Hamilton. 

CHRISTIE—NOTTER—On November 14, at Owen Sound, 
Rober: Christie to Dora No. ter. 

McLEAN—SQUIER--On October 24, at Port Arthur, 
Alexander D. McLean of Sarnia to Marion (Dollie) Squier, 
Clandeboye, Port Arthur. 


Deaths. 
DOBID—On October 29, at Carstairs Junction, William 


bie. 

GRIMSHAWE—On November 5, at Whiteside Cove, 
No: th Carolina, Helena, and on November 7, Mary Helena 
Grimshawe. 
oa November 16, at Toronto, Neil C. Love, aged 

years. 

PRiCE—On November 16, at Toronto, Elizabeth Doel 
Price, a,ed 65 years. 

ROSS— On November 12, at Picton, Ont., Walter Ross 
ex-M.P.. aged 70 years. 

THREALGOLV—On November 17, at Toronto General 
Hospital, ‘oseph Threadgold, aged 43 years. 

GALBRAITdA—On November 19, at Scarboro, Eliza 
Dougiass Galbraith, aged 79 years. 

——— November 19, at Toronto, Elizabeth 





nderson. 
BUILDER—On November 14, at Asheville, North Caro- 
lina, Rev. Joseph Builder, B. A., aged 35 years. 

BENTLEY—On November 16, at Lugonia, Cal., Frank 
Bentlev, M. D., aged 36 years. 

RiCHY—On November 19, at Toronto, William Alexander 
Richy, aged 10 mcnths. 

MIL: EK—On November 17, at Prinee Albert, N. W. T., 
George A. Miller, aged 38 years. 

McLEUD—On November 16, at Toronto, Donald Brooke 
McL-od, aged 21 years. 

GAIN-FORD—On November 3, at Brighton, Eng., Anna 
Elizabeth Gairsford. 

GUNTH: RPE—On October 28, at Camberwell, London, 
Eny.. Sirah Gunthorpe, aged 91 years. 

HARTRIDGE—On November 1, at Brixton, London, Eng., 
Mary Ann Hills Hartridge, aged 35 years. 





How to Obtain Sunbeams. 


Every one should have them. Have what? 
Stanton’s Sunbeam Photographs $1 per dozer. 
Studio southwest corner Yonge and Adelaide 
streets. 





NATIVE WINES 
Made from the best CONCORD and CATAWBA 
GRAPES. Guaranteed pure and without a particle of 
spirits. For family use and for Church purposes we 
can confidently recommend them. 


PORT WINES 


Imported by us direct from the agents of Cockburn, 
Smithes & Co., Grahawwsand Sandemans. These goods 
are all guaranteed pure, and no finer have ever been 
offered in this market. 


SHERRY WINFS 


Also imported by us from the agents of Misas, Cosens 
and Gordons. We have a guarantee in each case that 
these wines are absolutely pure, so we can with confi- 
dence recommend them. 


GEO. W. SHAVER 


DIRECT IMPORTER 


Telephone 1850. 244 Yonge and 2 Louisa sts, 


XMAS 1888 


RUSSELL'sS XMAS SALES AT 9 
King Street West have com- 
menced, and will continue to the 
end of the year without abatement. 
Watches, Jewelry, Clocks, § Iver- 
ware, Cutlery, &c., &c., in great 
variety and at your own price. 





466 West Queen St., cor. Denison Ave. 


HIGH GRADE FURS 


Ladies’ Fur Garments, Newmarkets, Mantles, Dolman- 
pe ge 

ers’ mb, 5 ™ r, Lynx, O » le 
and Fox Boas and Muffs. Pun 

Exclusive right for the West End to sell the Queen's Own 
Cap, which we have in stock in South Sea Seal, Otter, 
Beaver, Persian Lamb and Astracan. 


Call and Inspect Our Fur Show Rooms 
466 QUREN STREET, COR. DENISON AVE 






Nwperfoous Hit, MolestG.|Dineens’ Great Hat Sale 


Dorenwend's Great 4stem/ WHOLESALE PROFITS ONLY 


“ ELECTROLYSS ” 


Is proving itself to be the most r@factory 
treatment for removal of these fal blem- 
ishes yet discovered. 







We wish it thoroughly understood 
that the prices on our hats cover but 
two profits---the manufacturer’s and 
our own---which is in reality a whole- 
saler’s profit. We buy in wholesale 
hs oad Ge an an lots strictly for cash, direct from the 
\\ and no pain is felt in the operat}, Our| Manufacturer. We retail every day 
eee er ttaion » One in Canaigiving | single hats at wholesale prices. Our 

stock is well known as the largest 
and finest in Toronto, probably in 
all Canada, and our facilities, thus 
explained, enable us at all times to 
sell any hat 60c lower than any com 
petitor. 


W.&D. DINEEN 


Cor. King and Yonge Sts. 
Orders By Mail Receive Prompt Attention 










Ladies are coming from near @ far to 


Do not throw your money awitrying 
other treatments ard methods, bume to 
us ; we promise a sure removal. 


Physicians indorse the system co Elec- 
trolysis” as the only sure cure f@uper- 
fluous hair, &c. 





Particulars on application. i 


See 
A. DORENWEN 


Paris Hair Works, 103 and 105 Yonge treet 










NERO CH} 47 


a) \FALL UNDERWEAR 


WHEATON & CO. 


J. & J. LUGSD ! 17 KING 8T. WEST, COR. JORDAN 
Merinoand Natural Wool 


Hatters and Furriers 
101| YONGE ST., TORONTC 
Shirts and Drawers, all Weights and Sizes. 
NEW FALL SCARFS 


Jas. Cox & Scan 
PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONRS| NEW FALL GLOVES 


83 Yonge Street 
DENTS’ AND FOWAL’S 


FINE GOODS. LOW PRICES 
FLORAL ARTISI ee 


78 Yonge Street, Toronto WHEATON & CoO. 
Specialities for Weddings and Evening Parties. Puseel | 17 KING STREET WEST, COR. JORDAN 


“germs "| TOHN FLETCHER 


iisienin tet, 
HATTER 





Luncheon and Ice Cream Parlors 


JAMES PAPE 

















Telephone 1461. Conservatories, 167 Cariw 
SUPERFLUOUS HAR 
LADIES IRON AND STEEL WORK 
My method is meeting with great gc- 
vess from those who have received trat- 
at cae pen oo neies aciies kinds of Iron Wirk for Bui.ding Purpose 
= ee ee OFFICE : 
West, Terente, naaame Boudoir, 008 King }t- | 299 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
The Manufacturers’ Life | ( 
6 Manuiacturers LUG IMSUPAnCe UOMpany 
aND 
THE MANUFACTURERS’ ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY 
The Authorized Capital and other Asset: are respectively $2,000,000 and $1,000,008 
PRESIDENT: Rr. Hon. Srrn JOHN A. MACDONALD, P. C., G. C. B. 
VicE-PRESIDENTs: GEORGE GOODERH4M, Esq., PRESIDENT OF THE BANK OF TORONTO, 
WILLIAM BELL, Esq, MANUFACTURER, GUELPH. 
AvpiTors: H. J. HILL, SECRETARY OF THE INDUSTRIAL ExHIBITION ASSOCIATION, TORONTO, 
EDGAR A. WILLIS, SEcrETARY Board OF TRADE, TORONTO, 


Av., Queen St. East. 
Roofs, Girders, Beams, Stairs, Columns, and ald 
and ladies that have received treatmmnt. 
Are two separate and distinct Cympanies with full Government Deposit. 
J. B. CARLILE, Manaarne Director, Toronto, ONT. 





POLICIES ISSUED ON ALL THE APPROVED PLANS. LIFE POLICIES PUR- 
CHASED AND ANNUITIES GRANTED. 


PIONEERS OF LIBERAL ' ACCIDENT POLICIES ! 
Issues Policies of all kinds at moderate rates. Policiss covering Employers’ Liability for 
Accidents to their workmen, under the Workmen’s Compensation for Injuries’ Act, 1886. 


Best and most liberal form of Workmen’s Accident Policies. Premium payable by easy 
instalments, which meets a long-felt want 


ORISON’ | 
MiaNTLES 7 


500 ULSTERS 


VERY CHOICE, LATEST SHADES, IN TWEEDS, BEAV- 
ERS, MELTONS, CURLY CLOTH, PLAIN STRIPED AND 
CHECK, FROM $5 UP. 


500 STREET JACKETS 


LATEST STYLES AND ALL THE LEADING SHADES, 
FROM §2.50. ALSO FUR TRIMMED JACKETS. 


Mantle Cloths, Sealettes and Plushes, Bear Trimming 


Also SABLE, OPPOSSUM, ETC., SILK PLUSH AND 
SEALETTE MANTLES TO ORDER OUR SPECIALTY. 


GREAT DRIVES IN DRESS G00DS 


LADIES SHOULD NOT FAIL TO SEE THE LARGE 
ASSORTMEMT OF CHOICE EFFECTS WE ARE SHOW- 
ING IN SCOTCH TWEED SUITINGS, BROADCLOTHS, 
COMBINATION DRESSES, AMAZON CLOTHS, ETC., ETC. 











DRESSMAKING AN ART WITH US 


BP 3. MORISON & CO. 


phair 
‘ YONGE STREET, CCR. 
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A Roman Gentleman’s Idea of 
Don’s Christmas Sermon 
The Festival 

The Dying Pugilist 
An Idyl of Dog Lane: a story 





Christmas-Tide (poem) 


A Christmas Turkey (Illustrated) 


Her Christmas Angel 
‘Two Christmases 
An Interview with Santa Claus 


What Our Young Canadian Women Read 


Summer Pastimes 


Winter Sports 
Engravings—Each 18 x 24 inehes, 


‘Christmas in the Backwoods (poem) 


in tints, well worth framing 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
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WILL BE OUT DECEMBER 1 


Magnificently Illustrated! Illuminated Cover! Two Tinted Engravings as Supplements! Price 25 Cts. 


PRINCIPAL CONTENTS: 


Happiness (poem) 


By Prof. Goldwin Smith 


- By Cermer Mada 

By Prof. Algernon Boys 
Editor ‘‘ Quebec Chronicle” 
By E. Pauline Johnson 


By George Stewart, Jr., 


The Christmas Tree at Blanshard’s - 
Mental Telegraphy - 
Myra’s Turkey 
Xmas Eve in Muskoka - - 
Xmas Reminiscence 

An Old Idiocy (sketch) 


By John R. Robinson 
By Ethlwyn Wetherald 
By Pica (L. P. Kribs) 
By Esperanza 
By A. H. St. Germaine 
By W. C. Nichol 


7 o ° - By H. K. Cockin My Christmas Gift (poem) - - - - - By ‘‘ Van” 
« - - - By E. W. Sandys The Golden Key (poem) . - - > By Helen M. A. Merrill 
- : - - By Isabel Holmes My Dinner (story) - - : - - By James A. Smith 
- - - - By H. J. P. Good A Paying Investment (story) : - : - By P. B. M 
° ° ° - - By A. F. Pirie Wintry Incidents (sketch) - : - - By Cecil Street 


By G. Mercer Adam 


Xmas at Ingle Farm 


By Minnie Irving 


ILLUSTRATIONS: 


On Christmas Furlough | 
| A Game of Cards | 
| Our Boys - 


A nelper at the Oar 


“THE DANCE AT DEADMAN'S CROSSING,” a story of the Canadian North-West, complete 
Sheppard, author of “Dolly,” ‘‘ Widower Jones,” ‘A Bad Man’s Sweetheart,” etc. 


Also two score other attractions in Prose, Verse and Picture. 


a ’ Send it to your friends! 
| edition, on account of its great cost, will be limited 


A Modern Philanthropist 
A Telephone Message 
Little Gretchen 


By Edmund E. 


Large Picture 


In Dreamland  - 


in seven chapters. 


Newsdealers should order at once as the 


THE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Limited), 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto 








Lydia Thompson. 








own new grand 


her 
Eaglish Burlesque Company, numbering sixty 
‘people, appear at the Grand Opera House the 
licst half of next week. 


Lydia Thompson and 


This magnificent organization is beyond 
doubt the largest and most comolete that has 
ever presented burlesque to a Toronto audi- 
ence. ‘I'ne costumes are the most gorgeous and 
elaborate ever seen here, and all the scenery of 
the burlesque, of which there are three acts, is 
carried by this company. 

The burlesque is entitled Penelopa, and is 
taken from the Greek storyof Homer's Odyssey, 
jand made famous by the translation of Pope. 

The libretto is by H. P. Stephens and the 
music by Edward Solomon, the author of Billee 
faylor. is catchy and sprightly. 

Miss Thompson does not depend on her own 

“ ndeavors for success, but is ably supported by 
‘ome of the best knowa people on the bur- 
esque stags, among them being Miss Lydia 
‘ {hompson, Marie Williams, Aida Jenoure, 
“lorsnce Bankhardt, Lillie Alliston, Florence 
Brandon, Ella Carrington, Rose Newham, Mil- 
ie Marion, May Belle Raymond, Louis Kel- 
leher, J. Belton Radcliff, Chas. Horace Kenny, 
Harry. Starr, Harry Paulton, jr.,and a carefully 
selected chorus of forty voices, 


; —_—_—_————— 
Evening Calls. 


Much the same usage as that described for 
dinners prevails. The dress is influenced by 
the character of the occasion. Whereagentle- 
man is calling to return the courtesy of a formal 
invitation previously accepted to an afternoon 

|tea or reception, he should call within one week 

after the affair, preferably at the hostess’ usual 

At Home or regular reception evening, and he 

should wear full evening dress, Now, the pre- 

va:ling style of overcoat to be worn this season 

with full evening dress is what is called the 

Taverness, because of the ease with which it can 

- be put on or taken off. These garments we are 

| makina up in the very latest styles, as usual to 

/ be had from the Fashionable West End Tailor. 

Henry A, Taylor, No. 1 Rossin House Block, 
Toronto, 





Atlantic Travel. 
An enormous improvement was made in the 


acilities offered for Atlantic travel when the 
elebrated shipbuilders, John Eider & Co., put 





yn their ocean greyhounds, the Arizona ang . 


Alaska. The Umbria. Etruria, and latest of « 
, the City of New York and City of Paris, are th 
direct results of the bold policy then initiated. 
Of all the lines, none has, however, exceeded 
the enterprise of the North German Lloyds, 
who have placed upon their New York route, 
nine new steamships of the largest size, highest 


speed and most magnificent equipment, and all 
built by John Elder & Co., at Fairfield, on the 
Clyde. The North German Lloyd is the second 
largest steamship company in the world, and 
employs no less than forty steamships upon its 
various lines between Bremen, Southampton 
and New York, Baltimore, Brazil, South Amer- 
ica, China, Australia and Japan. Being a per- 
fect navy in itself, it has during the past thirty 
years educated a staff of officers and seamen, 
scions of the bold Northmen of early history, 
who navigate in its ships the seas of every 
quarter of the globe. The national will of Ger- 
many makes every seaman serve his certain 
term of years in the royal navy, and the com- 
pany being the particular pride of Prince Bis- 
marck, naval discipline is maintained oa all its 
steamers, The New York line was adopted by 
the British Government as being the swiftest 
medium for carrying the Atlantic mails, and 
maintains its supremacy as heading the record 
for the fastest average of passages between 
New York and London. Added to this the 
superlative character of its equipment, the 
comfort, and indeed elegance, of the internal 
accommodations, and the high character of the 
table service, is constantly attracting an in- 
creasing number of patrons to its route. Its 
principles are, limited numbers but ample and 
princely accommodation for each, so that it is 
rapidly earning the highest reputation among 
those who know and appreciate a good thing 
when it is to be obtained. 
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GODERICH, 


Last week the Five O'clock Tea Club held 
its weekly meeting at Giengowan on Wed- 
nesday afternoon, quite a nuwber of the mem- 
bers were present, 

Thursday, the opening day of the Art Fair, 
was one of the most disagreeable of the season, 
the rain fell in torrents the entire day, so that 
however desirous one might be of attending ir, 
the weather made one’s leaving the house 
almost an impossibility. The second day was 
aslizht improvement and a large number of 
people spent both afternoon and evening with 
the young ladies of St. George’s. Tie booths 
representing Canada, I'rance, Switzerland and 
Japan were most appropriately decorated, aud 
the fair occupants of each,a*tired in the national 
costumes, added to the charming picture. The 
tableaux and May pole dances during the even- 
ing were exceedingly good and reflected great 
credit on those who got them up. Altogether 
the affair was a pronounced success, 

Thanksgiving Day passed very quietly, the 
customary services being held. 


BRANTFORD. 


Mr. A. J. C. Gallately, manager of the Mont- 
real Bank, and family have arrived from Port 
Hope, and are occupying the Montreal Bank 
residence. 

Miss Baird of Paris is visiting her aunt, Mrs. 
Thompson, 

Miss Goold is in Ann Arbor visiting her 
sister, Mrs, H. C. Allen. 

Dr. Clark, superintendent of the Toronto 
Asylum for the Insane, and Mrs. Clark were in | 
town last week, the guests of Dr. and the 
Mis: es Phillip ’ 

Mrs. G, R. Van Norman entertained a few | 
friends at her residence on Brant avenue last | b y i . 
Tuesday evening. Mr. James Notter, her sister, Miss Fannie 

Miss Byrne gave a delightful little party last | Notter, being the only bridesmaid, whilst Dr. 
Wednesday evening in honor of her guest, Miss | Don acted as bes' man for the bridegroom. 
Mason of Hamilton. | After the ceremony the happy couple left by 

Miss Farley of St. Thomas is in town ona} the afternoon express for the Falls, As the 
visit to Mrs. J. E, Waterous. Mrs, Waterous | united couple have a host of friends in and 
cards are out for a party at Kagle’s Nest next | around town, they naturally were the recipi- 
Thursday evening, of which more next week. | ents of many handsome presents, We wish 

Mrs. MacMahon of Simcoe is visiting her | them both all future happiness. 

Watts. Quite a large and fashionab'e dance took place 


Arrisric TEA Gowns, 


OWEN SOUND, 


The marriage of Mr. Robert Christie, bar- 
rister, to Miss Dora Notter, was solemnized on 
Wednesday morning. at the residence of the 
bride's mother, by Ven. Archdeacon Mulhol- 
land of St. George’s Church here. The wedding, 
which was a private one, only admitted mem- 
bers of both families and intimate friends. 
The bride, who was attired in a becoming 
traveling dress, was given away by her uncle, 


sister, Mra. 






















Mrs. E. § ood, widow of the late Chief | the same evening at The Chestnuts, the resi 
Justice W anitoba, is in the city the | dence of Mrs. Notter, mother of the above- 
guest of } mentioned bride. Dancing, as usual, was the 

tn theg order of the evening and commenced about ten 


licers of the regiment 
Jol, Grey and Capt. 
meroome, About 
ively time was 
pus till the 


p.m., and with the exception of the supper 
interval, was kept up moat enthusiastically till 
about three a.m. As Mrs. Christie’s presents 
were on view, 1 was able to get a glance at 
them now and again; they were very pretty, 
and by no means scarce. As it was impossible 
to obtain all the names present, [am only able 
to mention the following: Mrs. Griffiths of 
Toronto, Mias jChristie, Mias Smith, Miss Fan- 
Smith, Miss Parker, Miss Lilian Parker, 
Bishop, Miss Tucker, Miss Scott, Miss 

Wiss J. Dobie, Miss Wightman, Miss 
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The Season’s Novelties. 








Productions of Lhe Atradome, 
Kilbourn, Miss Edgar, Miss Creasor, M $s THE LION QUEEN 
Trethewey, Miss McDougall, Miss Todd, M ss 
Minnie Todd, Miss Graham, Miss Notter, Miss 





| this one proved 








Grand OperaHouse 


. B. SHEPPARD ° MANAGER 


A GREAT EVENT 


Monday, Tuesday & Wednesday, Nov. 26, 27.28 


LYDIA THOMPSON 


Engli 


sh urtesou 


PENELOPE 


CHARMING 





| MUSIC 
ELABORATE COSTUMES 
| SPECIAL CARLOAD OF SCENERY 
| 
| 
j 


16 O—PEOPLE—O60O0 
JACOBS & SHAW’'S 


Toronto Opera House 


Monday, Nov. 26 
| PHOSA 


McALLISTER 


~ Theodora 


























ONMMENCING 


J 
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Craig, Miss Douglas, Dr. Dow, Messrs Foster, A TROUPE OF NAUTCH DANCERS. A 


Christie, Scott, Notter, Tucker. Marsiand, Me 


Kav, Cameron, Strathy, McDougall, Muare DEN OF LIVING LIONS. 
Smith and H, Eb. Smith. ee 
Mrs. Griftiths of Toronto is the guest of Mrs. THE 


Warter. Waker stress. Beacon Orehsstral Club (of Boston) 


San th 
io > 


Tate- 


a 


The Baltic has resigned its duties 


winter, and its commander, Capain 1 : 
Robertson, is staying at the Queen’s Hotel 7 LADY ARTISTS 
here, ; ; = 

Mr. Howland spent Sunday with us. We 


Permanent Exhibition of Manufactures 
63 to 69 Front Street West, 
Every evening durirg week commencing 


November 26 and Saturday Matinee 


hope he will make a longer stay next time. 
Quite a surprise pariy, in the way of an im- 
yromptu dance, took place at the residence of 
Mrs. Le Par on Friday evening last. Asis gen- 
erally the case, parties got up on the spur of , 
the moment are always most enjoyable, and ADMISSION 25 CENTS 
po exceytion to the rule.|  Ticketsat A & S. Nerdheimers’, I Suckling & Sons’, and 
Dancing commenced about half past nine to a | at Permanent Exnibition. Doors open at 7.30 p.m. 


tastefully arranged programme. Mrs Le Pan, | - 
ELOCUTION 


who excels as a hostess, was the recipient of 
Miss Jessie Alexander, B. FE. 


many thanks for the pleasant hours spent 
at her house. The following were present : 
Miss Rixon (guest of the house), Mr. and Mrs, 
Returns to this city on November 30, and will resume her 
teaching and reading. Communications may be addressed 
to TORONTO CONSERVATORY, or to ber address 


Wegant, Miss Bishop, Miss Notter, the Misses 
60 BRUNSWICK AVENUE 
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} 
Dobie, Miss Kilbourn, the Misses Todd, Miss | 
Creasor, Misses Parker, Miss McDougall, Miss | 
Seott, Miss Barnhart, Miss Trethewey, Miss | 
Kilbourn, Messrs. Inglis. Rixon, Le Pan, Foster, | 
Strathy, Marsland, McPherson, Munro, Dow, | 
Notter, Smith, Scott, Christie, Smith, Me | 


Dougall, ‘l'rethewey and Cameron. j 
Brsov. 
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A IE eS 0 Set eit ir ER LEAD Sd 








The Battle of Sedan will soon leave Tororto 
and be suceeeded by another famous battle pic- 
ture. Wednesday and Saturday evenings are 

opular prices (25c.), and all the children of 
Forcave are admittec for 10c. on Saturday. Our 
citizens should certainly pay another visit to 
Sedan before it leaves the city. 





In response to numerous enquiries Messrs. 
Nicholls & Howland announce that their at- 
traction during next week at the Permanent 
Exhibition wili be the Beacon Orchestral Ciub 
of Boston, consisting of eight lady artists. 
This musical organization is excellent in every 
respect and will sustain the reputation already 
earned by the * Permanent” by engaging only 
musicians with an _ established record for 
general excellence. 


NOTICE 


The adjourned annual meetiag of the Sheppard Publish- 
ing Company (Limited) will be held at the offices of said 


Company, 9 Adelaide Ssreet West, Toronto, on 


Wednesday, Dec. 5, 


AT THREB O'CLOCK P. M. 


WM. M. HALL, 
Sec’y-Treas. 





Toronto, Nov. 24. 


HOLLY ANO 
ROSES == 
CHRISTMAS 
TREES 
H. SLIGHT 
The Leading Flor'st (telephone s2so) 4 7 Yonge St. 


North German Lloyd 


ONLY BI-WEEKLY LINE 
Palatial express steamships from New York 
EVERY WEDNESDAY. EVERY SATURDAY 


Toe SHORT) LONDON; EUROPE 
ROUTE Tro J PARES | 

OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, New York. 
BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent, 72 Yonge St., Toronto 


Bank of Hamilton 


Capital (all paid up) ..................+- $1,000,000 
Reserve Fund.. woeses Sten ai 6 nike’ 300,008 
HEAD OFF. CE, HAMILTON, 

DIRECTORS : 

Hox. JamEs TURNER, 

Vice-*resident. 
CHaARLBs GurReRy, Bag. 
GeosGe Roacu, Esb. 
A. T. Woop, Sse. 








Joun Stuart, Esq., 
President, 

A. G. Ramsay, Ese, 

Jomn Proctor, sq 





J. TuRWBULL, - - Cashier. 
H. 8. STEVEN, - Assistant Cashier. 
AGENCIES: 
Alliston, Cayuga. Georgetown, Listowel, 
Milton, Orangev lle, Port Bigin, Simcoe, 
Tottenham, Owen Sound, Wingham 


The Tvuronto Agency of this bank will be opened for } 


business at No. 22 King sireet west oa Meaday, 26ah 
November. A general bankiny business transacted. 
EWING BUCHAN, Agent. 


Stove Boards Coal Hods 


STAMPED TINWARE, 
JAPANNED WARE 
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THE MART 


By OLIVER, COATE & CO. | 


ESTABLISHED 1834 


Peremptory Sale 


Under instructions from the Executors of the late GLOVER 
HARRISON, of CHINA HaLL, we will sell by Auction 
commencing on 


MONDAY, NOVEMBER 26 


AT 


THE MART, 57 KING STREET EAST 


A Large Assortment of First-class 


China, Earthenware 


Ornamental Goods 


From the celebrated works of Wedgewood, Doulton, Minton, 
Haviland ané other wanufactorics. 

The stock comprises Breakfast, Dinner, T-a and Dessert 
Sets, Chamber Sets, Tab e and Ornamental! Goods, Dresden 
and Parisias Marble Figures, Rogers’ Composition Stat- 
uary, ete. 

Sale at 11 a.m. and 2 30 p.m. until stock is disposed of. 
Goods on visw Saturday before sale. Terms cash. 


OLIVER, COATE & CO., Auctioneers 
Giving up Business 


The Largest Stock of Jewelry, Dia- 
monds, Watches, Electropl «tes, China 
and Fancy Goods in the Dominion to | 

be disposed of by 














PIECED TINWARE | 
CANADA PLATES 
TIN PLATES 
GALVANIZED IRON 
and TINNERS’ TRIMMINGS 





We have full lines of the abovs and offer them to 
the trade at 


BOTTOM PRICES 


Catalogues & Prive Lists Mailed on Application | 


PUBLIC AUCTION 


C. & J. ALLEN 


29 King Street West 


Have concluded to retire from busineas. and will sell the 
whole of their immense stock, 80 well and faverably known, 


By Auction each day at 2 p.m. and 8 p.m. 


Private Sales Every Morning 


Commencing Monday, Nov. 5 


. o. oven, . 
And continuing totil the whole stock is disposed of. Anti- 
cipate your Christwas and other wants. An opportunity 
of this kind i« rarely offered. Purchasers can have goois 
held for them for one month by cepositing 25 per cent. of 
ameunt of purchase. Every comfort provided for ladies at- 
tending our sales. 





MeCLARY MG C0. 


49 Front St. West, Toronto. | 





Of 7 KING ST. WEST 


Have opened a 
| 


BRANCH STORE é 


AT 


354 SPADINA AV. 


} 


NEAR THE CORNER OF COLLEGE STREET 


! 
With a full line of 
| 


(hole Groceries Ny 


AND PROVISIONS 


Families waited on dai’y and all goods prompt): | 
delivered. 


} 


RESIDENCE FOR SALE 





A beautiful lit‘le heme on Grenville Street, ten rooms— 
Drawing-room, Diving room. 8m. king-room and Library, 
two Kitchens. four Bedrooms, eleyant Bathroom ; sup rior 
plumbing ; drainage p rfect; lot 45 feet frontage; situate 
25 and 27 Grenville Street. Apply to S. DAVISON, 14 
Colborne Street. | 


OTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN THAT APPLICATION 

will be made to the Ontario Lewislatere and the Do- 
miaion Parliament at the next respective seasions thereof 
for an A*t to incorporate the East Toronte and Richmond 
Hill Railway Cempany, with full pewers to construct and 
operate a éouble or single line of railway from a point on 
the line of the proposed extension of the Canadian Pacide 
Railway from Ciaremont to North Bay, er from a point oa 
the Midlaad Railway cr both to a point within or near the 
Vi lage of Richmond Hill, thence southerly as near Yonge 
Street as practicable to a point within or near the City 
of Toront#, thence easterly and southerly to and along the 


valley of the Don River to the water front, thence easterly 
along the water front to a point at or near Victoria Park, 
thence northerly and westerly through or near the Villages 
of East T ronto and Chester to the valley of the Don and 
toa poiat in the line of the sad railway, with power to 
make running arrangements with and creesings over other 
railways as may be mese-eerv or expedient. 
FULLERTON, COOK & WALLACE, 
For Applicants. 


Charles Brown, 


Nes. 36 and 38 
KING ST. WEST. 


H Coupes i5¢. 
~ (urriages $1 
Telephene 128. 








Cc. & J. ALLEN 


Mes Michie, 


| For sale at all Bookstores. 


Remember the date, Monday November 5. 


meee 


8 





‘The interesting ard re-! ; 
markable story of ‘John 
Ward, Preacher,’” 


—VEN. AKCHDEACON FARRAR. | 


MARGARET 


DELAND’S 
Great Novel: 


John Ward, Preacher 


By MARGARET DELAND 
Author of ‘‘ The Old Garden and other Poems.” 
Published by J. THEO. ROBINSON. 
PRICE 40 CENTS 





sustained American novels of 
the year.”— Boston Transcript. 





n ere,—W. D. Howelis, in Har 


per's Menthly. 
“One of the strongest and best- 


A greater book than Robert I 


FREEHOLD, LOAN AND SAVINGS CO. 


DIVIDEND NO. 58 








Notice is hereby given that a dividend of five per cent. 


| On the capital stock of the Compaey has been declared for 
| the current hwf year, payable on and after Saturday, the 
| First Day of Decemser next, at the office of the Compary, 


Charch street The Tra: sfer Hooks wiil be closed from the 


| 17th to the 30th November, inclusive. 


By order of the Board, 
8. C. WOOD, Manager. 
Toronto, 24th Ostober, 1888. 


China Hall 


49 King Street East, Toronto 


LAMPS This Week at Cost 


ORNAMENTS 


AT GREATLY REDUCED PRIOES 





A FULL LINE OF 


Rodgers’ Table Cutlery 


GLOVER HARRISON ESTATE 


IMPORTERS, 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 
15 King St. West 


$150 TO $250 


$50 TO $125 


PERSIAN COAT 


BEAR BOAS 
$9, $10 50, $12, $15, $18, 
$21, $24. 

BEAR 

LYNX BOAS 

WY LY MUFF 

\ LYNX S 


\ \\” Beaver Capes, Caps, Muffs, vauatiets and Robes 


BASTEDO & CO. 



























MANTLES 


= ee 


ONE 
OUC 
WEE 


JACKETS 


At Special Prices. 


BASTEDO 


=) 


Se eeiiel ieee 
e668 


MUFFS 
$6. $7.50, $9, $10.50 














bo! Gm B 
LN Tt H | 
$9, $10.50, $12, $15, $18 ks NN =} TNESS 
SOLEAGENCY. IN DURABILITY — 
TORONTO TEMPLE er MUSIC, 
J.S.POWLEY & CO. 
) 68 KING. ST. WEST. 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


$6, $7.50, $9, $10.5 glug 





STRICTLY WHOLESALE PRICES, — 


FACTORY 54 YONGE STREET 
































The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piana 





VANTe’ I|IVEPI Their thirty-six years’ 
SERVANTS’ LIVERIES. |, Tholrthirty-six years 
P, Jamieson, the Clothier, is the | 2@tee of the excellence 
only merchant in Toronto making a | Of their instruments. 
specialty of Servants’ Liveries. Our & 
lates show nearly every style of 


i inE dA ica. ' 
The garments are made in the beet | Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronto. 


styles of the best material and are MENDELSSOHN PIANO CO'Y 


guaranteed to fit. 
MANUFACTURERS 


HIGH-CLASS PIANOS 


Illustrated Catalogue 
free on application. 





Correspondence from those living 
out of the city promptly attended to. 

Notice our illustrations. Different 
styles every week. 


P. JAMIESON, 





THE CLOTHIER of at 
Cor. Yonge & Queen Sts 3 OM 
Gor. Yonge & Queen Sis Jj I 
BOY S’ aad are 
aba gs 
Overcoats iis | a8 
5% “lt oa 
| ¢ 6 < ae 

and Suits} 8 ) : 





AMERICAN PIANOS. $883 ORGANS 


Second-hand Pianos and Organs on Small Weekly or Monthly Payments. 





We show a tremendous assortment of Juvenile Overcoats 
and Suits, the styles are entirely confined to ourselves, 
having been procured in New York, and designed by our 


Cothingtowintedoaaice SS (DL UAAND 93 KING ST. WEST, TORONTO 


~ “PIANOS” 


THE STANDARDMAKERS OF THE WORLD 











OAK HALL, 
115 to 121 King Street Kast, 


TORONTO. 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD- - 


DIAMONDS. 


ey We solicit inspection of our exceptionally large and attractive assortment of the following 


unrivalled Pianos just received : 


CHICKERING, STEINWAY, HAINES 


The superiority of these instruments both as to quality of tone and general workmanship is: 
acknowledged by the leading artists and musical public of America and Europe. 
SECOND-HAND PIANOS ranging at all prices and sold on most Liberal Terms. 


A. & S. NORDHEIMER, 


15 King Street East, Toronto. 
BRANCHES—Montreal, Ottawa, Hamilton, London. 





Sp-cial Close Prices for the Next Thirty Days 


GEo. E. TROREY 


(Successor to Goulden & Trorey) 








Manufacturing Jeweler 


The Noted House Furnishing Establishment 


Have just received a Beautiful Assortment of y 


AND RETURN | a 


Including One Week’s Board| HANGING AND TABLE LAMPS § 


AT THE 4 a 


Canadian Pacific Railway Hotel quet Lampe, CALL AND OEE .GEM 
ONLY $80 
110 KING s. wae, YORK Stuf pc 


* 
56 YONGE STREET } 









Also Piano 
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